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EX-~-SLAVE STCQEIES Paze Une
(Texas)

LLAZIQUE SANCO was born a

slave of Mrs, Louisa Green,

in Columbia, South Carslina,

on February 10, 1849, Shortly
after Mazique was freed, Le
enlisted in the army and was
sent with the Tenth Cavalry to
San Angelo, then Fort Concho,
Texas, After Mazique laft the
army hLe became well-known as

s chef, and worked for several
large hotels. Mazique uses
little dialect. When asked
where Meazique is, nis young wife
says, "In his office," and upon
inquiry as to the location of
this office, she replies mirth-
fully, "On de river," for since
he is t ;0 01d to work, Mezique
spends most of his time fishing.

"y mistress owned 2 beautiful home and three hundred twenty acres of
land in the edge of Solumbia, in South Carolina, just back of the -tate house.
Her nane was Mrs. Louisa Green snd she was a widow lady. That's where I was
born, but when lLer nephew, Dr., Edward Flemming, married Miss Dean, I was given
to him for a wedding present, and so was my mother and her other chiidren.
I was a very small boy then, and when I was ten Dr. Flemming gave me to his
crippled mother-in-law for a foot boy. She got crippled in a runaway accident,
when her husband was killed., He had two fine horses, fiery and spirited as
could be had. He called them Ash and Dash, and one day he and nis wife were
out driving and the horses ran the carriage into a big pine tree, and M:. Deam
was killed instantly, and Mrs. Dean couicn't ever help herself again., I waited
on her. I hzd a good bed and food and was lat to earn’ten cent shin plasters,

"When the war was over she called up her five families of slaves and

told us we could go or stay. Some went and some stayed. 1 was always an ad-
venturer, wanting to see and learn things, so I left and went back to my mother

with Mrs, Flemming.
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"I only stayed there a few months and hired out to Major Legg, and
worked for him several vears, I felt I wasn't learning enough, 80 I joined the
United Stm;es_ Armv and with a lundred and eighty-five boys went to St. Louis,
Missouri, From there we were transferred with the Tenth Cavalry to Fort Concho,
I helped haul the lumber frmm San Antonio %o finish the buildings at the fort.
I was there five years,

"After 1 went to work at private employme t I did some carpenter work,
but most of the houses were adobe or pecan pole buildings, so I got a job from
Mr., Jimnr Keat ing as mechanic for awhile, and then drifted to Mexico, 0dd jobs
were all I could get for awhile, so I landed in El Paso and got a Job in a hotel

"That was the start of my success, for I learned to be a skilled chef
and superintended the kitchens in some of the largest hotels in Texas., I mede
as high as $80.00, in Houston. Mg last work was done at the St. Angelus Hotel
here in San Angelo and if you don't believe I'm a good cook, just look at my wife

over there, ‘hen I married her she was fourteen years old and weizhed a hundred

and fifteen pounds., Now it's been a long time since I could get her on the s~ .i«=,

- not since she passed the two hundred pound mark,

.
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(Texas)

" CLARISSA SCAIES, 79, was born
a slave of William Vaughan, on
his plentation at Plum Creek,
Texas, Clarissa married when
she was fifteen. She owns 2
small farm neer Austin, but
lives with her son, Artlhur,
at 1812 Cedar Ave.,, Austin,

"yammy's neame was Mary Vaughan and she was brung from Baton Rouge,
wizt am over in Louisiana, by our master. He went »nd located on Plum
Creex, dnwn in Hays County.

"JYammy was a tall, heavy-set woman, more'n six foot tali. She wés
2 maid-doctor after fréedom. Dat mean she missed wonen at childbirth,
Siie 21lus told me de last thing she spﬁ when she left Baton Kouge was
her mamoy standin' on 2 bié, wood block to be sold for a slave. Dat de
last tine ‘she ever saw ner mamay. Mammy died 'bout fifty vears ago.
She was livin! on g farm on Big \Wa nut Creek, in Travis County. Daddy
done die a year tefo! and she jes' gfi;;es herself to death, Daddy wes
sno! funny lookin', 'cause he wore long whiskers and what vou calls a
goatee, He was field worker on de Vaughen plantation.

"Master Vaughan was good »nd treated us all right, He was a great

white man and didn't have no over seer, Missy's namé was Margaret, and

she was good, too,

"My Job was tendin' ‘fires and herdin' hawgs. I kep'! fire goin! when
de washin' bein' done. Dey had plenty wood, but used corn cobs for de
fire. Dere a big hill corn cobs near de "wash kettle. In de evenin' I had

to bring in de hawgs. I had a 1i'l whoop I druv dem with.a eight-plaited

Tevwhide whoop on de long stick. It a purty sight to seﬁ dem hawgs go under

v.l-o
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de slip-gap, what was a rail took down from de bottom de fence, so de hawgs
could run under,

"Injuns used to pass our cabin in big bunches, One time dey gzive mamnmy
some earrings, but when they's through eatin'! they wants dem ‘earrings back, Dat
de way de Injuns done, After feedin! dem, mammy allus say, 'Be good and kind to
everybody.'

"One day Msster Vaughem come and say we's all free and could go and do what
we wants, Daddy end mammy rents a i)lace and I stays until I's fifteen, I wanted
to be a teacher, but daddy kep'! me hoein!' cotton most de time., Dat's all he
knowed, He allus told me it was 'nough larnin' conld I jes'! read and write,

He never even had dat much, But he was de good farmer and good to me and mammy.

"Dere was a school after freedom. Cld len Tilden was de teacher, One time
a bunch of men dey calls de Klu Klux come in de room and say, 'You git out of
here and git 'wey from dem niggers, D;m‘ let. us cotch vou here when we Eanes
back,? 01d lan Tilden sho! was sc.-;,rt, but he say, You all come bade tomorrow.!
He finishes dat year and we never hears of him Ygain., Dat 2 log schoolhouse on
Williamson Creek, five mile south of Austin.

"Dena cullud teacher named Eamlet Campbell come down from de north, He
rents a room in a big house and makes a school., De trustees'hires and pays him
and us chillen didn't have to Py . 1 got to go some, and I allus tells my grand-
daughter how I's head of de claés when I does go, She am good in her studies, too,

"When I's fifteen I marries Benjamin Calhoun Sceles and he was a farmer,

We had five chillg%n gnd three boys is livin'. One am a preacher and Arthur am

a cement laborer and Cheéter works in a printint shop,.
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" Benjie dies on February 15th, dis year,(1937)., I lives with Arthur
and de gov'ment gives me $10,00 de month. I has de 1i'l farm of nineteen acres

~out near Ozk Hill and Floyd, de preacher, lives on dat, All my boys is good to

me. Dey done good, and better'n we could, 'cause we couldn't git mich larnin!

§ den days. I's hzd de good life. But we 'preciated our chance more'n de young
folks does nowadays. Dey has so much dev dom't heve to try so hard. If we'd
had wnat dey got, we!d thunk we was done died and gone to Glory Land., Masybe dey'll

‘be all right when deys growed,

LLE L L L
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HANNAH SCOTT was born

in slavery, in Alabamsa,
She does not know her

age but says she was
grown when her last
master, Bat Peterson,

set her free, Hannah
lives with her grandson

in a two~room house near
the railroad tracks, in
Houston, Texas. Unable to
walk because of a paralytic
stroke, Hennah asked her
grandson to lift her from
the bed to a chair, from
which she told her story.

"Son, move de chair a mite closer to de stove, Dere, dat's better,
'cause de heat kind of soople me up, Ain't nothin' left of me but some
skin and bones, hohow,

"Lemme see now. I's born in Alsbama and I think dey calls it Fayette
County. Manma's nomne was Ardissa and she 'long to Marse Clerk Eccles, but
us chillen allus call him White Pa. Miss Hetty, his wife, we calls her
White Ma,

"1 neveﬁmowed my own pa, 'cause he 'long to 'nother man and was sold
away 'fore I's old 'mough to know him. Mama has five us chillen, but dey
all dead 'ceptin' me., Dey didn't have no marriage back den like now. Dey
Just puis black folks together in de sight of man and not in de sight o
Gawd, and dey puts dem asunder, too,

"Marse Bcecles didn't have no big place and only nine slaves, I guess
he what vou calls 'poor folks,! but he mighty good to he black folks, I |
'member when he s0ld us %q.Bak Petsraon, He and White Ma break down and

cry when old Bat puts us in de wagon and takes us off to Arkansas. I heared
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nana say scmething 'bout White Pa sellin' us far debdbt and he gits a hunerd
dollars for me.

"Whoosh, it sho' wns a heap dif'ent from Alabama, Mafse Bat had
nigzers. I reckon he must of had a mnerd of dem and two nigger drivers,
Uncle Green and Uncle Jake, and a overseer, Marse Bat was mean, too, and
work he slavas from daylight till nine o'clock at night. I carries water
for de hrnds., I carries de bucket on my head snd ‘fore long I ain't got
no more hair on my hezad dan vou hes on de palm of you hand. No, suh!

"When I gits bigger, de overseer puts me in de field with de rest,
Marse Bat grow mostly cotton and it don't make no diftence is you big or
1i'l, you better kkeep up or de drivers burn you up with @e whip, sho' Ynough.
0ld Marse Bat never put s lick on me all de years I 'longs to him, but de
drivers sho! burnt me plent& tines., Sometime I gits so tired come night,

I draps right in de row and gone to sleep, Den de driver come 'long and,
wham, dey cuts you 'cross de back with de whip and you wvakes up when it
lights on you, yes, suh! !Bout nine o'clock dev hollers 'cotton up! =nd
dat de quittin' signal. We goes to de quarters and jes' drap on de bunk
and go to sleep without nothin' to eat.

"On 0ld Bat's place dat all us know, is work and mq;? work, De onlies'
time we has of f am Sunday and den we has to wash and mend clothes., De first
Sundey of de month a white preacher come, but all he say is 'bedience to de
wkite folks, and we hears 'nough of dat without him tellin' us.

"I 'member when ¥hite Pa come to try git mama and us chillen back, We baen

in Arkensas five, six year, and, whoosh, I sho' wants to go back to my White

e
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Pa, but 0ld Bat wouldn't let us go. He come to our quarters dat night and
tell mema if she or us chillen try to run off he'll kill us. Dey sho'! watch
us for awhile.

"Sometimes one of de niggers runs off but he ain't gone long. He
gits hongry and comes back. Den he gits a burnin' with de bullwhip, Does
he run 'way agsin, Marse Bat say he got too much rab‘bit ‘in him and chains
him up till he goes to Little Rock: and sells ‘him, "

"I heared some white_»folks‘ treat dey slaves good and give dem time
off, but Marse Bat don't, Wt; has pl@ﬁt& to eat and élothes, but dat all,
Dat de way it wes till we's freed, only it wasn't in Arkensas, It was dom
to Kichmond, here in Texns, 'cause Marse Bat rents a farm at Richmond. He
thunk if he brung us to Texas he wouldn't have to set us free, But he got
fooled, 'couse a gov'ment bman come tell us Qe's free, We had de crop pla.nt'ed
and o0ld Bat say if we"ll__ stay through pickin' he'jl pay us, Mama and us
stayed awhile,

"I gits married legal with Richard Scott and we comes to Harrisburg
and he gits a job on de section of de railroad, I's lived here ever since.
Ly husban' and me raises five chillen, but only de one éal am alive now,
My grandson takes care of me, He tells me iffen my husband lived so long,
he be 107 years 0ld, I know he was older dan me, but not, 'xactly how much,

"Sometime I feel I's been here too long, 'cause 1's paralyzed and o
can't move round none, But maybe de Lewd ain't ready for me yet, and de |

Deboil won't have me,

0 000 2 o e e
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ABRAM SELLS was born a slave

on the Rimes Plantation, which
was located a2bout 18 wmiles south-
east of Newton, Texas. He does
not Ymow his age, but must be
well along in the 80's, as his
recollections of slavery days

are keen, He lives at James-—
tom, Texas,

"I wes birthed on the Rimes Plantation, now called
Earrisburg, My eregt-grand-daddy's neme was Bowser Rimes =znd he
was brung to Texas from Louisiana and die a2t 138 year old, He's
buried on tre 0ld Ben Powell place close to Jasper, My grand-daddy,
that's John, he lives to be 103 yve=r old =nd he buried on the Eddy
plantation at Jasper, My dsddy, Mose Rimes, he die young at 86 and
he buried in Jasper County, too, My msmmyv's name was Phoebe and
she was hirthed 2 Rimes nigger :nd brung to Texas from back in
Louisiana, The year slaves was freed ’I wzs inherit by = man named
Sells, what merry into the Rimes family and that's why my neone's
Sells, 'cause it chienge 'long with the marriage. Us was jes! ready
to be ship back to Louisiana to the new massa's plantstion when the
*nd of the war break up the trip,

"You see, we 311 had purty good time on Massz Rimes's
plantation, None of them carin' 'bout being sot free, They has to
work hard 211 time, but that don'! mesn so much, 'caus;e they have to
work iffen they was on they ownm, too. The 0ld folks was 'lowed
Saturdsy evenin! otf or when they's sick, and us little ones, us not

do much but bring ir the wood and kimdle the fires and tote water

Pnd he'p wash clothes and feed the little pigs and chickens,

3
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"Us chillen hang round close to the big house and us have g 0ld
man tnat went round with us and lock ofter us, white chillen and black
chillen, and that old man was my great grand-deddy. Us shot have to
mind him, 'cause iffen we didn't, ve sho! have bad luck. He allus have
tne pocket full of things to conjure with, That rabbit toot, n= took it
out and he work that on you till you take the creeps nnd zit shakin! a1l
over, Then there's a pocket full o+ fish scales and he kind of squenk
and rattle them in tne hand and right then vou wish you was dead and
promise to do anything, Another thing he allus have in the pocket was
2 111l old dry-up turtle, jes! a xﬁud tﬁrtle 'bout the size of a man's
thumb, t:i.e whols thing jes! dry up and de2d. With that thing he sav
he could do mos' anything, dbut he never use it iffen he ain't have tc.
A few times I seed him git 211 tangle up and boddered agnd he go off by
hissel? 2nd sot dowm in a quiet place, take out this very turtle and
put it in the palm of the hand and turn it round and round and say
somethin! 211 tha time., After while he git evervthins ontwisted =nd
he come back with a smile on ne face and maybe whistlin'.A

"They fed »11 us nigger chillen in o Wig trough ma:fce out'n wood,

maybe more a wood tray, dug out'n soft timber like magnoli::ipr cypress,
They put it under a tree in the shade in summer time and glve each chile
a wood spoon, then mix 211 the food up in the trough end us goes to eatin'.
los' the food was potlicker,‘ jes! common 0ld potlicker; turnip green and
the juice, Irish 'taters and the juice, cabbsges and peas end beans, jes!
~anything what make potlicker, All us git round like $o many 1i'l pigs

and then us dish in with our wood spoon till it 211 gone,
-2“
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"fa hax lots of meat at times, 01d grand-;dadd:r allus ketchin'
rapbit in some kxind of trap, mostly make nout'm 2 holler log, He sot
'em round in the gardem and sho' kotch the rabbits, And possums, us
have 2 good possum dog, sometimes two or three, 2nd every night you
heer=d them dogs barkin! in the field down by the branch, Sho! Pzuf,
they git pnssun treed and us go git him and parbile him and put him
in toe oven :nd bske him plumb tender, Tnen we stacks sweet !taters
round him and po' the juice over the whole thing, Now, there is
somethin! good 'auf for a king,

"Thzre was lots of deer and turkey aend squirrel in the wil'! wood
and somebody out huntin' nesrly every desy. fourse Masss Rime's folks
couldn't eat up 211 this meat befo! it spile 2nd the niggers allus
git & -rect big part of it, Then we kilt lo*s of hawgs znd then talk
"vout estin'! O, them chitlin's, sousemeat and the haslets, thats
the liver and the lights all biled uﬁ together, Us 1i'l niggers fill
up on sich as that and go to bed and mos! dream us is 1i'l pigs,

"Us 2llus have plenty to eat but dida't par much !'tention to
clothes, Boys and gals all dress jes' alike, one long shirt or dress,
They call it a shirt itfen 3 boy wear it pnd call it a dress iffen the
g2l wear it, There wasn't no difference, 'cause they's 2ll made out'n
somethin' 1like duck and all white, That is, they's white whem you rus'
Put them on, but after vou wears them z while they git kind of pig=-cullud,
kind of grey, but still they's =2ll the same color, Us all go barefoot

in summer, 1i'l ones and big ones, but in wintar us have homemske shoes,

- 3we



Ex-slave Stories Page Four
(Texas)

They tan the leather at home =nd make the shoe at home, allus seme old
rnigger that kin make shoe, They was more like moc'sin, with l-ce made
ot deerskin, The soles was peg on with wood pegs out'n meple and sharpen
down witih 2 shoe knife, -

"Us have hats mske out'n pine straw, long leaf pine straw, tied
together in 1i'l bunches and platted round and round %£ill it make a kinler
h=t, Thet pine straw great stuff in them days and us use it in lots of
wzys., Us kivered sweat !'taters with it to keep them trom git freeze and
hozs made beds out'n it end folks too, Yes, sir, us slep' on it., The
bzds had jes! one leg., They bored two hole in the wall up in the corner
and stuck two pole in them heles and lay plank on that 1like slats and
pile lets of pine straw on that. Then they spread a homemake blsnket or
ouilt on th=t snd sometime four or five 1i'l niggers slep' in there to
X=ep us warm,

"Tne 11'1l folks slep! mos' as long as they want to in daylight,
but the big niggers have to come out'!n that bed 'bout to' olclock when
tne big norn blow, The overseer have one nigger, ne wake up ezrly for
t0 blow the horn and when he blow this horn he make sich 5 holler then
all the res' of tne niggers better git out'n that bed and !pear at the
barn 'vbout daylight. &e might not whip him for being late tne fus!
time, but that nigger better not forgit the secon! time znd bhe late!

"Massa Rimes didn't whip them much, but itfen they was tad niggers
he jes' sola them offen the place and let somebody else do the whippin!,

Never have no church house or school, but Massa Rimes, he call them in

and read the Bible to them., Thnen he turn the service over to some good,

e
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old, ‘aigious niggers 5nd let them finish with the singin'! and prayin!
and 'zorting, After péacn clearea, a scnool was 'stgblisn ona a wnite
man coie ITOW tne norvn to teacn tne cullua cuillen, out béfo! that
vuey dian? taxg&;o vailus to teach tne niggers notnin' !cepvin! to work,
end tne wnive canillen aiun?s nave muca scuool neisner,

"That was ons plantaton whet was run fsclusively hy itself,
llassa Rimes have a commissary or sto' house, whar he kep! whatnot things -
them what make on the plantation and things the slaves couldn' mgke far
themselfs, That wasn't much, ‘cause we make us own clothes znd shoes
and plow and all farm tools and us even make our own plow line out'n
cotton and iffen us run short of cotton sometime make them out'n bear
grass and we make buttons for us clothes cut'n 11i'l round pleces of
gourds and kiver them with cloth,

"That wasn't sicn a big plantation, 'bout a t'ousand acre and
only 'bout forty nigg-rs. There wasl!a no Jail and they didn't need none,
Us hzove no rsal doctor, but of course there was = doctor man at Jasper
and one at Newton, but a nigger have to be purty sick !'fore they call a
doctor, There's allus some 0ld time nigger what knowed lots of remedies
and knowed 21l dif'rent kinds of yarbs and roots., My grand-daddy, he
could stop bdlood, end he could boon.jure off the fever and rub his fingers
over warts =nd they'd git away. He make ils out'n rgttlesrake for the
Theumatis', For the cramp he git a kind of berk offen a tree and it done
the job, too., Some nigggrs wo' brass rings to keep off the rheumatis'

and punch hole in a penny or dime and wear tnat on the ankle to keep off

=S
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sickness,

"1Menber the war? Course I does, I 'member how some of thenm
merch off in their uniforms, lookin' 8o srand, ~»nd how some of them hide
nut in the-wood to keep from lookin' so grand, They was lots of talkin!
'bout fighting, and rubbing and scrubbingz the old shotgun. The oldes!
niggers was settin' round the fire lpte in the nicht, stirrin' the ashes
rith the poker =nd rakin' out the rnas! 'tgters, Thev's smokin' the old
corn cob pipe and homemake tobacco and whisperin' right low snd quiet
lixe what they's gwineter co and whar they's gwineter to when Mister
Lincoln, he turn them free,

"The more they talk, the more I git scared that the niggers
is going to git sot free and wondering what I's gwine to do if they is,
Yo, I suess I don't want to live back in them times no mo', but I sho!
serd 1ots of niggers not doin' so well as thmy didwhen they was slaves

and not havin! nigh zs mach to eat.

BERRERNR
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GECRGE SELMAN was born in 1852,
five miles east of Alto, Texas.
His father was born in Virginia
and his mother in South Carclina,
and were brought to Texas by Mr,
Dan Lewis. Green hes been a
Baptist minister since his vnouth.

He lives in Jacksonville, Texss,

"Je was a big fam'ly, nine children. 1 was born a
slave of the Selmans, Marster Tom and Missus Pdlly, and they
lived in Mississippi., Mother's name was Martha and my father's
name was John Green Selman.

"Marster's folks come from Mississippi a long ways back
and they had a big house mede from hewed lo-s ﬁith e big hallway
dowm the middle, The kitchen was out in the yard, 'bout forty
steps from the house, The yard had five acres in it and é big
garden was in it, Uarster had five slave f:milies and our cabins
was built in a uhelf circle in the back yard. I(seemed to te
the pet and always went with Merster Tom to town or wherever he
was goin'. Then I learned to plow b& my mother letting me hold
the handles and walk along\with her, Finally she let me g§ ‘round
by myself,

"Marster Tom was alwavs good to us and he taught me religion.
He was the best men I ever knew, When Saxurday noon cone, they
blew the horn and we quit workini. We went to church one Sunday
a month and we sat on one side and the white folks on the other,

"I never learnt to read and write, tut I learned to work

in the house and the fields. Late in the day Aunt Dicey, who
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was the cook, callezd 211 us children out under the big trees and
give us supper, This was in summer, hut novody ever fed us but
Aunt Dicey, e sl ate from one towl, or maybe I'd call it a tray,
'couse it was rade of wood, like a bread tray but digger, tiz
enough to hold three, four gallons, She onut the food in the tray
rnd give each chil! & spoon, Mostly we had pot likker and cora-
bread. In winter we ate frcm the same trgy, tut in the kitchen,

"I never seen runaway slaves, but Marster Tom had s aeighbor
xezcn to slaves and sometimes when they was whipped we could hear l'em
holler, The neighbor ned one slave called Sallie, and she was a
weaver and was ;o me;n she had to w2ar a chain. After she died, I
heered her ghost one night, I was stayin' with a white man who lad
the melaria~typhoid-pneuwonia fever, and one night I heered Sallie
scream ~nd seen her chein drag back and forth, I tol! the man I
knowed it was Sallie, 'cause I'd heered that scream for years, But
the man said she was desd, 50 it mus' have n»een her ghost, I hesred
her night sfter night, screamin' and draggin' her chain up ard down,

“W¥hen Marster Tom says we's free, I goes to Lis sister, Miss
Ca'lipe ond works for her, After seviral years I larned to preach

and I's the guthor of most the Baptist churches in this gounty,

(LELL ]
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CALLIZ SHZPHERD, age 84, lives
at 4701 Spring Ave,, Dallazs,
Texas. She w2s born nea» Gilmer,
Texazs, in 1852, a slave of the
Stevens family. At present she
is cared for by her 68 year old
son and hig wife,

"Course I kin tell vou, I got 'memberance like dey donit
hnyve nowadays. Dat 'cnsuse things is goin' round and round too fast
without no settin! ~nd talkin' things over,

"I's native born right down here at Gilmer on de o0ld placs
and Miss Fannie could tell -rou de same if she could be in :sour preczence,
out she went on t2 Glory many a yvear ago., She de one whet rnised me,
right in de house with her own chillen., I slep! right in de house,
in de chillens' room, in a 1little trunile bed what jus' pushed back
under de big bed when de mornin! come, If her chillen et one side
de teble I et t'other side, right by Miss Fannie's elbow,

"Miss Fannie, she Dr, Steven's wife snd dey from Georgis and
lived near Gilmsr till de doctor goes off to de war and tekes a sick-
ness what he ain't never get peart from ond died. Died right there on
de 0l1d place., He was a right livin' man and dey 2llus good to me and
my mammy, what dey done brought from Gesorgia and she de mgin cook,

"My mammy don't think they ain't nobody like Miss Fannie, My
mamny, she a little red-Indian nigger woman not so big as me, and Miss
Panny tell her, 'Don't you cry 'cause dey trvin' make freedom, ‘cause

de doctor done say we is gwine help you raise your babies,?
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"Some de niggers don't like de treatment what dey white folks
gives 'em and dey run away to de woods, I'd hear de nigger dogs a-rumnin'
and when dey cotch de niggers dey bites 'em 21l over and tears dey clothes
and gits de skin, too, And de niggers, dery!d holler, I seed 'em whip de
niggers, 'cause dey tolt de chillen to look, Dey buckled 'em down on de
groun' and laid it on dey backs., Sometimes dey laid on with a mi: hty
hezvy hende But I ain't never zit no whippin' 'canse I never went with
de cullud genfration, I set right in e buggy with de white chillen »nd
went to hear Gospel preachin',

"I denced at de b2lls in de sixteen figure round sets and every-
hody in dem parts say I de principal dsncer, but I gits 'ligion and left
de 01¢ way to live in de 'terminatison to live beyon' dis vele of tears.

"I have my tridb'lations ~fter my old daddy die, 'cause he good
to us little chillen., But nmy n:xt daddy 2 man mighty rough on ws, Dat
sfter Miss Fannie done goneb=ck to Georgia and my back done hurt me all
ce time from pullin' fodder gnd choppin' cotton, It make a big indif'rence
after Miss Fgnnie gone, and d- war de cause of it all, I heered de big
cennons goin' on over there jus' like de bigges' clap of thunder.

"Me and de 1ittle chillen plsyin! in de road makin' féog houses out
of sand when we hear de hosses comin'. e looks and see de budsllions shinin'
in de sun 2nd de sojers have tin cups tied on side dere saddles and throwed
dem cups to us chillen as dey passed., Dey say war is over and we is free,

Miss Fannie say she a Seay from Georgia and she go back dere, but I jus!

stay on where I¢s native born,

BEE MR
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BETTY SIMMONS, 100 or more, was
born a slave to Beftwidge Carter,

in Macedonia, Alabama. She was
stolen when a child, sold to slave
traders and later to a man in Texas,
She now lives in Beasumont, Texas,

I think I's 'bout a Innerd and ene or two year old. l(y
papa was a free man, '2ause his old massa sot him free 'fere I%g born,
and give him & hoss and saddle and a 1little house to live in,

"My old massa when I's a chile, he name Mr, Beftwidge Carter
and when he daughter marry Mr. Wuzh Bangferd, massa give me te her,
She was call Clementine, Massa hangferd has a 1little store and a

man call Medley go in business with him, Dis man brung down he %x2

- brothers and dey fair clean Massa Bangford eut. He was ruint, ,

"But while all dis gein' en i didn't know it and I was happy.
Doy was good to me and I don't work teo hard, jus' gits in de mischief,
One time 1 she' get drunk and dis de way of it. Massa have de puncheen
of whiskey and he sell de whiskey, tee, Now, in dem days, dey have
frills 'reund de bVeds, dey wasn't naked beds like newadays. Dey puts
dis puncheen under &s beds and de frills hides it, but I's nussin' a
little bey in dat reom and I crawls under dat bed and drinks éut eof de
puncheen, Den I pike de head out and say 'Beo' at de little boy, and
he lsugh and lmgh, Den I ducks back and drinks a 1ittle more and I
8ay 'Reo' at him 'gain, and he laugh snd laugh. Dey was lots ef whiskey
in dat puncheen and I keeps drinkin' and sayin' 'Boo'., My head, it gits
funny and I come out with de punchesn and starts to de kitchen, where

By sunt Adeline was de cook, I jes' a-stompin' and sayin'® de big words.

wle

et

<&



Ex-slave Steries Page Twe e -
(Pexas) ' R0

Dey never lets me 'reund where dat puncheon is ne mere,
"When Massa bangford was ruint and dey gein' taks de stere

lggy from him, doy was treuble, plenty ¢f dat., One day massa send me
down do he brudder's place, I was dore twe days and den de missy Atell
me to go to de fence. Dere was twe white men in a buggy and ene eof 'em
say, 'l thought she bigger dan dat.' Den he asks me, 'Betty, kin yeu
cock?' I tells him I been ceok helper twe, three menth, and he way,
'You git dressed and ceme en down three mile te de ether side de pest
office,! Se I gits my little bundle and when I gits dere he say, ‘3Jal,
you want te go 'beut 26 mile and help ceok at de bearéin' heuse? ! He
tries t¢ make me believe 1 wen't be gene a leng time, but when I gits in
de buggy dey tells me Massa Bangford dene les' everything and he have to
hide eut he niggers for te keep he credickers fre= gittin' dem, . Seme
of deo niggere he hides in de weods, but he stoie me frem my sweet 2igsy
and sell mo se dem credickers can't git me,

"When we gits te de cressreads dere de massa and a nigger man,
Dat another slave he gwine te sell, and he hate to sell us se bad he can't
leok us in de eys, Dey puts us niggers inside ds¢ buggy, se iffen de cred-
ickers comes aleng dey can't see us,

"Pinally dese slave spec'laters puts de nigger man and me en de train
and takes us to Memphis, and when we gits dere dey takes us te de nigger
traders' yard, We gits dere at breaifast time and waits fer de beat dey
calls de 'Ohie' te git dere., De beat jus' ahead of dis Chie, 014 Capt.

Tabra's boat, was 'streyed and dat delay eur beat twe heurs. When it ceme,
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dey was 258 niggers out of dem nigger yards im Memphis what gits on dat
boat. Dey puts de niggers upstairs and goes down de river far as Vicks-
burg, dat was de place, and den us gits offen de boat and gits on de train
izain and dat time we goes to New Orleans,
"1's satisfy den I los' my people and ain't never goin® to ses

dem no more in dis world, and I mever did. Dey has three big trader
yard in New Orleans and I hear de traders say dat towm 25 mile square,
I ain't like it 80 well, 'cause I ain't like it *bDout dat big river,
#e hears some of 'em say dere's gwineter throw a long war and us all
think what dey buy us for if we's gwine to be sot free, Some was still
buyin' niggers every fall and us think it too fuany dey kep'! on fillin'
up when dey gwineter be emptyin' out soon,

"Dey have big sandbars and plarks fix 'reund de nigger yards and
dey have watchmans to keep dem from runnin 'm‘ in de swaap., Some ol
de niggers dey have jus' picked up on de road, dey steals dem. Dey calls
dem 'wggon toy' and wagon gal.' Dey has one bi{ mulatto boy dey stole
'long de road dat way and ke massa find out ‘bout him and come and git
him and take him 'way, And a woman what was a seamster, a man what knowed
her gseed her in de pen and he done told her massa and he come right down
snd git her, She sho' was proud to git out, She was stole from ‘long de
road, too, You sees, if dey could steal de niggers and sell ‘em for de
800d money, dem traders could make plenty money dat way.

"At 1as' Ool, Yortescue, he buy me and kep! me, He a fighter in

de Mexican War and he come to Hew Orleans to buy he slaves, He takes me

up de Red River to Shreveport and den by de buggy to Liberty, in Texas,

=3
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"De Colomel, he a good msssa to us, He {lows us to work de
patch of ground for ocurselves, and maybe have a pig or a couple chickens
for ourselves, and he allus make out to give us plenty to eat.

"De massa, when a place fill up, he sllus pick and move to
e place where dere ain't so much people. Dat how come de Colonmel fus!
left Alabemd and come to Texas, and {0 de place dey calls Beef Head den,
but calls Gren' Cane now,

"When us come to Gran' Cane a nigger boy git stuck on one us
bouse girls and he run away from he massa and foller us., It wore a woodly
country and de boy outrun he chasers. I heered de dogs after him and he
torn end bleedin’ with de bresh and he run upstair in de gin house. De
dogs sot down by de door and de dog-mam, what hired to chase him, he drug
him down and throw him in de Horse Hole and tells de two dogs to swim in
snd git him., De boy 80 scairt he yell and holler but de dogs nip and
pinch him good with de claws and teeth. When dey lets de boy out de water
hole he all bit up and when he masea larn how mean de dog-man been to de
_: boy he ‘fuses to pay de fee,

I gits married in slavery time, to George Fortescue. Ds massa
he marry us sort of like de justice of de peace. But my husban', he git
1t in Liberty, when he cuttin' down a tree and it fall on him. I ain't
1ever marry no more,

"I sho® was glad when freedom come, ‘cause dey jus' ready to
Put my little three year old boy in de field. Dey took 'em young. I has

another baby call Mittie, and she t0o young to work., I don't know how many

chillen I's have, and sometimes I sits and tries to count 'em. Dey's seven

| -
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1ivin' dut I had 'bout fourteen.

"Dey was protty hard on de niggers, Iffen us have de baby us only
1lowed to stay in de house for one month and card and spin, and den us has to
§ get out in de field. Dey allus blow de horn for us mammies to come up end
t nuss de dabies,

"I seed plenty soldiers 'fore freedom. Dey's de Democrats, !'cause
R I never seed no Yankees. Us niggers used to wash and iron for dem. At night
seed dose soldiers peepin' 'round de house and us ran 'way in de dreskh,

. "When freedom come ua vas layin' Yy de crop and de massa he give

8 a gen'rous part of dat crop and us move to Clerks place, We gits on all
ight after freecdom, but it hard et first 'camse us diédn't knowv hov to do for

fourselves, But we has to larn,

LLI I L L2 L L]
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GEORGE SIMMONS, vorn in Alabama
in 1854, was owned by Mr., Steve
Jaynes, who lived near Beaunmont,

é} Texas, George nas a good many
D

nemories of slavery years, zlthough
he was still a child when ne was
freed. He now lives in Begumont,Tex.

"I's bo'n durin' slavery, somewhar in Alabema, but I_don'!
'member whar my mammy said, Dey brung me here endurin' de War and
I belonged to Massa Steve Jaynes, and he had 'rout 75 other niggers,
It was a big place ond lots ot wo'k, but I's too livtie to do much
'cept errands 'round de house,

"Massa Jaynes, he raised cotton and co'n and he have 'bout
400 acres, He 'spected de niggers to wo'k nard from mornim' till
sundown, but he was falr in treatin' 'em, He give us pleaty to eat
and lots of cornbresd and black~eye! peas and plenty hawg meat and
sich, We nhad possum sometimes, too, Jus! took a nice, fat possum
we done cotcned in de woods end skinned 'Im =nd put 'im in g oven
and roas' *im with sweet ‘'tatoes 211 'round and make plenty ?ravy.
Dat was good, :

"Massa Jaynes, he 'lowed de slaves who wanted to have a
little place to meke garden, veg'tsbles snd dose kin' of things.
He give 'em seed and de nigger could have all 'ne raised in nis
1little garden, e was all well kep'! and I don' see whar freedam
was much mn' better, in a way. Course, some massas was bad to
dere slaves and whipped 'em so ha'd dey's nearly dead. I know

dat, 'ceuse I heered it from de neighbors places,

2t
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Some of dere slaves would run away and hide in de woods and mos' of 'em
was kotched with dogs, Fin'ly dey took to puttin' bells on de slaves
so ifren dey run awsy, dey could hear 'em in de woods. Dey put 'em on
with a chain, so dey couldn' get fem off,

"We could have church on Sunday and our own cullud church.
Sam Watson, ne was de nigger preacher and ne's a slave, too,

"I didn' know much 'bout de war, 'cause we couldn' reed and de
white folks didn' talk war much 'fore us. But we heered things and I
'member de sojers on dere way back after it's ¢l over, Dey wasn' dressed
in 2 uniform and dey clothes was mos'iy rsgs, dey was dat tore up, We
seed 'em walkin' on de road and sometimes dey had ole wagons, but mos!
times dey walk, I 'member some Yankee sojers, toc., Dey have cant=ens
over de shoulder, and mos' of 'em has blue uniforms on,

"Massa, he tell us when freedom come, and some of us stays 'round
awhile, 'cause whar is weuns goin'? Ve dldn' know what t0 o and we
didn' kmow how to keep ocurselves, and what was we to do to get food and
a2 place to live? Uose was ha'd times, 'cause de country tore up and
de business bad,

"ind de Kluxes dey rangce 'round some, Dev soon plays out
but dey took mos' de time to scare de niggers, One time dey comes to
my daddy's house and de leader, him in de long robe, he say, 'Nigger,
quick you and git me a drink or water,' My daddy, he brung de white
folks drinkin' gourd and dat Klux, he say, 'Nigger, I say git nme a

big drink =- bring me dat bucket. Tis thirsty.! He drinks tnree



Page Three
Ex-—-slave Stories
(Texas)

buckets o1 water, we tninks he does, but what vou think we learns?

He has a rubber bag under nis robe and is puttin' dat water in dere!

T TITTITY
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BEN SIMPSON, 90, was born in Nor-
cross, Georgia, a slave of the
Stielszen family. He had a cruel
naster, and was afraid to tell the
truth about his life as a slave,
until assured that no harm would
come t0 him, Ben now lives in
Madisonville, Texas, and receives
a small old age pension,

"Boss, I's born in Georgia, in Norcross, and I's ninety years old.
My father's name was Roger Stielszen and my mother's name was Betty.
Massa Earl Stielszen captures them in Africa and brung them to Georgia.
He got kilt and my sister and me went to his son. His son was a killer.
He got in trouble there in Gecrgia and got him two good-stepping hosses
and the covered wagon., Then he chains all he slaves round the necks and
fastens the chains to the hosses and makes them walk all the way to Texas.
My mother and my sister had to walk, Emma was my sister, Somewhere on
the road it went to snowin' and massa wouldn't let us wrap aaything round

our feet, We had to sleep on the grou.m\i, too, in all that snow,

"Massa have a great, long whip platted out of rawhide and when one
tie niggers fall behind or give out, he hit him with that whip. It take
the hide every time he hit a nigger. Mother, she give out on the way,
'bout the line of Texas. Her feet got raw and bleedin' and her legs swoll

plumb out of shape. Then massa, he jus' take out he gun and shot her, and

whilst she lay dyin' he kicks her two, three times and say, 'Damn a nigger

vhat can't stand nothin'.' Boss, you know that man, he wouldn't bury
mother, jus' leave her layin' where he shot her at. You know, then there

~ wasn't no law 'gainst killin' nigger slaves, \
-
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"He come plumb to Austin through that snow, He taken up farmin'
and changes he name to Alex Simpson, and changes our names, too, He cut
logs and builded he home on the side of them mountains. We never had no
quarters, When night-time come he locks the chain round our necks and
then locks it round a tree. Boss, our bed were the ground. All he feed us
was raw meat and green corn. Boss, I et many a green weed. I was hongry.

He .n=ver let us eat at noon, he worked us all day without stoppin'. We went
naked, that the way he worked us. Ve never had any clothes,

"He brands us. He brand my mother befo'! us left Georgia., Boss,
that nearly kilt her. He brand her in the breast, then between the shouldars.
He brand all us.

"My sister, Emma, was the only woman he have till he marries. Emma
was wife of all ssven Negro slaves, He s0ld her when she's 'bout fifteen,
Jus!' befo'! her by was born., I never seen her since,

"Boss, massa was a outlaw., He come to Texas and deal in stolen
hoases, Jus' befo'! he's hung for stealin’ hosses, he marries a young Spanish
gal, He sho' mean to her, Whips her 'cause she want him to leave he slaves
alone and live right. Bless her heart, she's the best gal in the world, She
was the best thing God ever put life in the world. She cry and cry every time
massa go off., She let us a~loose and she feed us good one time while he's
gone, Missy Selena, she turn us a-loose and we wash in the creek clost by.

She jus' fasten the chain on us and give us great big pot cooked meat and comn,
and up he rides. Never says a word but come to see what us eatin'., He pick

up he whip and whip her till she falls, If I could have got a-loose I'd kilt

-2m



Ex-slave Stories ' Page Three ,
(Texas)

him, I swore if i ever got a-loose I'd kill him, But befo! long after that
he fails to come home, and some people finds him hangin' to a tree. Boss,
that long after war time he got hunz, He didn't lét us free, We wore chains
all the time. When we work, we drug them chains with us. At night he lock us
to a tree to keep us from runnin' off, He didn't have to do that. We were
‘fraid to run. We knew he'd kill us, Besides, hs braidds us and they no way
to get it off, 1It's put there with a hot iron. You can't zit it off.

"If a slave die, massa made the rest of us tie a rope round he feet
and drug him off. Never buried one, it was too much trouble.

"Massa allus say he b2 rich after the war., He stealin' all the time.
He have a whole mountain side where he keep he stock. Missy Selena tell us
one day we sposed to be free, btut he didn't turn us a-loose. It was 'bout
three years after the war they hung him. Missy turned us a-loose,

"I h~d a hard time then. All I had to\eat was what I could find and
steal. I was 'fraid of everybody. I jus' went wild and to the woods, but,
thank God, a bunch of men taken they dogs and run me down, They carry me
to they place. Gen. Houston had some niggers and he made them feed me.

He made them keep m= till I git well and able to work. Then he give me a

job. I marry one the gals befo' I leaves them. I'm plumb out of place there
at my own weddin', Yes, suh, boss, it wasn't one year bafo' that I'm the wild
nigger. We had thirteen chillen, |

"I farms all my life efter that, I didn't know nothin' else to do, I
made plenty cotton, but now I'm too old. Me and my wife is alone now, This

0ld nigger gits the 1i'l pension from the gov'ment. I not got much longer t0
stay here. I's ready to see God but I hope my 0ld massa ain't there to

torment me again,
»nn : R
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GILES SMITH, 79, now residing at
3107 Blanchard St., Fert Worth,
Texgs, was bern a slave of Major -

.- Hardwgy, on a plamtatien near Unien
Unien Springs, Alabama, The Majer
gave Giles te his daughter when he
was an infant and he never saw his
parents again, In 1874 Frank Talbet
breught Giles te Texas, and he werk-
ed on the farm two years, He then
went te Brownweed and werked in a
gin seventeen years, In 1908 Le
nmoved te Fart Worth and werked for
a packing cempany. O0ld age led te
his discharge in 1931 and he hos
since worked at any odd jebs he
ceuld find,

"My nsame 2m Giles Smith, 'ceuse my pappy was bern en the Smith
plantatisnm and I teek his nome. I's bern af Unien Springs, irn Alabsma
and Majer Hardway ewned me and 'heut a hundred ether slaves, But he
gave me teo Mary, his daughter, when I!'s enly a few menths eld and h-d
te be fed on a bettle, 'canse she am jus' married to Massa Miles. She
teld me hew she carried me hems in her arms, She say I was se 1i'l she
have 2 hard time to izke me eat eut the bettle, and I put up a geed fight
s® she nearly teek me back,

"I den't 'member the start ¢f the war, but de endin' I dees., kassa
Miles.called 211 us tegether znd tel’ us we's free and it give us 211 de

jitters, He treated all us fine and nobedy wanted te ge. He and Missy

am de best felks de Lawd ceuld make, I stayed till I was sixteen years old.
™ N

"It am years after freedem Missy Mary say te me what massa allus

say, 'If tlenigger wen't fellow erders by kind treatin', sich nigger am

wreng im the head and net werth keepin'. He didmn't have te rush us, We'd

just dig im and de the werk.,One time Massa clearin'! seme lond ad it am

gittin' late feor bregkin! the greumd., Us allus have Saturday afternecn

A
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#nd Sunday eff., 01d Jerry savs te us, 'Tell yous what us de, —~ ge te the
clearin' this afterneen end Sunday and finish fer the Massa, That she' mzke
him glad,!

"Saturday neen come and nebedy tells the massa but go te that clearin'
and sing while us werk, cuttin' bresh and grubbin' stemps and burnin' bresh,
Us sing

WiHi, he, ug, hi, he, ug,
De sharp bit, de strong arm,
Hi, he, uz, hi, he, ug,
Dis tree am dene 'fere us warm,?
"De massa come sut and his meuth am,slippin' all ever he face amd he
sgy, 'What this all mean? Why veu werkim'! Saturday afternean??
"0ld Jerry am 2 funny cuss and he say, 'Massa, O; massa, please dom't
whep us for cuttin' dewn ysus trees,'
"I's zwine whep veu with the chicken stew,' Massa say. And fer Sunday
dinner dere sm chicken stew with noedles and‘péach cebbler,
"Se I stays with massa 2nd after I's fifteem he pays me $2,00 the aenth,
and ceurse I gits my eats and my clethes, tee. When i gite the first twe
I dop't knew what te de, 'cause it the first meney I ever head. MNMissy.make
the prepulatien te keep the meney and buy fer me and tezch me Ybeut it,
There ain't much te buy, 'cause we moke nearly everything right there, Even
the tobaccy am made., They put herey 'twixt the-leaves and put a pile of it
‘twixt twe beards with weights. It am left fer a menth and thet am a man's
tobéccy. A weaklin’ better stay off that kimd tebacey,
"First I werks in the field and then am massa's ceachman. But whex

Ity 'bout sixteen I gits a idea te go off semevheres for myself, I hears
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"peut Mr., Frank Talbof, whom am takin' some niggers te Texas and I gees with
him te the Brazes River bettem, and werks there twe years. I's lenesome feor
nzsse and missy and if I'd been élost enough, I'd she'! gane back te the eld
plantatien. Se after twe years I quits and goes te werk fer Mr. Wimfield
Scoett dewn in Brewnweed, inthe gin, feor seventeen years, -
" Well, shertly after I gits ts Brownweed I meets 2 yaller gal
and after dat I den't care te ge back te Alabama se hard. I's married te
Dee Smith en Dscember the sighteenth, in 1880, amd us live tegether many
yeers., She died six years age. Us have six (z‘hilleln_“'bu_t I den't knew where
ene of them are new, They all fergit theirfatherin his old age! They
not se yeung, eithor; e
"My weman ceuld write a .1‘1%13 éo she write misay fe me, and she
write back and wish us luckmnd .ifv' we'? ever ﬁants te ceme back te the ‘old
heme we is welceme, Us writeba;zk,;;hdgj?.rth with her, Fimally, us git the
letter what say she sick, and then‘;.:awful lovi.‘. ".T;'ha‘b 'heut twenty-five years
" gfter I marries, That am tee much fer me, and I cetches the next train
back te Alabama but I gits there te ¢ late, She a.x;a dead, and I never has
fergive myself, 'cause I den't gs back befe' she die, like she ask us te,
lots of times, |
"I eemes here fifteen years age and here I be. The last six year

I can't werk im the packin' plamts ne mere, I'sS tee eld, Aaything I cam find
te de I dees, but it ain't much ne mere,

"Phe werst grief I'Q bad, @ te think I didn't ge see missy 1fere she

die, I's never fergave nyself fer that.

wn




4:20:223
EX-SLAVE STORIZS Page One 4 33
(Texas)

JAMES W. SMITH, 77, was bornm
a slave of the Hallman family,
in Palestine, Texas, Janmes
became a Baptist minister in
1895, and preached until 1931,
when poor health forced him to
retire., He and his wife live
at 1306 E. Fourth St., Fort
Worth, Texas. -

-

"Yes, suh, I'm birthed a slave, but never worked as sich, 'cause
I's too young, But I 'members hearin' my mother tell all about her slave
days and our master, He was John Hallman and owned a place in Palestine,
with my mother and father and_/f»lifty other slaves, My folks was house
servants and lived a little better'n the field hands. De cabins was built
cheap, though, no money, only time for buildin' am de cost. Dey didn't use
nails and helt de logs in place by dovetailin', Dey closed de space between
de logs with wedges covered with mud and straw, De framework for de door was
helt by wooden pegs and so am de benches and tables. Master Hallman always
had some niggers trained for carpenter work, and one to be blacksmith and
one to make shoes and harness.

"Wé was lucky to have de kind master, what zive us plenty to eat,.

If al1 de people now could have Jjus' so good food what we had, there wouldn't
be no beggin'! by hungry folks or need for milk funds for starved babies,

"We didn't have purty clothes sich as now, with all de dif'rent colors
mixed up, but dey was warm and lastin', dyed brown and black. De black oak
and cherry made de dyes. Our shoes wasn't purty, either, I has to laugh
when I think of de shoes. There wasn't no careful work put on dem, but dey
covered de feets and lasted near forever,

H)laster always wan:ed to help his cullud folks live right and my
folks always sald de best time of they lives was on de old plantation,
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He always 'ranged for parties and sich. Yes, suh, he wanted dem to have a good
time, but no foolishment, jus' good, clean fun. There am dancin' and singin'
mostest every Saturday night. He had a little platforma built for de jizgin'
contests, Cullud folks comes from all round, to see who could jig de best.
Sometimes two niggers each put a cup of water on de head and see who could
Jig de hardest without spillin' any., It wrs lots of fun,

"I must tell you 'bout de best contest we ever had. One nigger on
our place was de jigginest fellow ever was. ZXveryone round tries to git some-
body to best him, He could put de glass of water on nis head and make his
feet go like triphammers and sound like de snaredrum. He could whirl round
and sich, all de movement from 21is hips d>wn, UYow it gits noised round a
fellow been found to beat Tom and a contest am 'ranged for Saturday evenin'.
There was a big crowd and mongy am bet, but master bets on Tom, of course.

"So dey starts jiggin', Tom starts easy‘and a little faster and
faster., The other fellow doin' de same. Dey gits faster and faster and dat
crowd am a-yellin'. Gosh! There am 'citement. Dey jus' keep a-gwine, It look
like Tom done found his match, but there am one thing yet he ain't done - he
ain't made de whirl. Now he does it, Zveryone holds he breath, and de other
fellow starts to make de whirl and he makes it, but Jjus' a spponful of water
sloughs out his cup, so Tom am de winner,

“When freedom come, the master tells his slaves and says, 'What you
gwine do?' Wsll, suh, not one of dem knows dat. De fact am, dey's scared
dey gwine be put off de place. But master says dey can stay and work for money

or share crop. He says they might be trouble 'twixt de whites and niggers
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and likely 1t be best to stay and not git mixed in dis and dat org'ization.

.Mostest stays, only one or two goes away. My folks stays for five years after

de war. Den my father moves to Bertha Creek, where he done 'range for a farm
of his own. They hated to leave master's plantation, he's so good and kind,
"Some the cullud folks thinks they's to take charge and run the

gov'iment, They asks my father to jine their org'ization. He goes once and
some eggs am served, Dey am served by de crowd and dem eggs ain't fresh
vard eggs., Father 'cides he wants his eggs served dif'rent, and he likes dem
fresh, so he takes master's advice and don't jine nothing.

"When de Klux come, de cullud org'ization made their scatterment.
Plenty gits whipped round our place and some what wasn't 'titled to it. Den

soldiers comes and puts order in de section, Dey has trou'l e about voj/ip'.

- De cullud folks in dem days was non-knowledge, so how could dey vote 'telligent?

Dat am foolishment to 'sist on de right to vote, It de non-knowledge what hurts.
Myself, I never voted =nd am too far down de rbaxi now to start,

"I worked at farmin' till 1895 when I starts preachin' in de Bap-
tist church. I kept that up till 1931, but my health got too bad and I had
to quit. I has de pressure bad., When I preaches, I preaches hard, and de

doctor says dat am danger for me,

"The way I learns to preach am dis: after surrender, I 'tends de

‘ school two te:ms and den I studies de Bible and I's a nat'ral talker and

gifted for de Lawd's work, so I starts preachin',
"Jennie Goodman and me marries in 18385 and de Lawd never blessed
us with any chillen. We gits de pension, me $16.00 and her $14.00, and gits

by on dat. It am for de rations and de eats, but de clothes am a question!
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\ JORDON SMITH, 86, was born in

™ Georgia, a slave of the Widow
Hicks, When she died, Jordom,
his mother and thirty other
slaves were willed to Ab Smith,
his owner's nephew, and were
later refugeed from Georgia to
Anderson Co., Texas, ‘hen freed,
Jordon worked on a steamboat crew
on the Red River until the advent
of railroads. For thirty years
Jordon worked for the railroad.
He is now too feeble to work and
lives with his third wife ard six
children in Marshall, Texas, sup-
ported by the latter and his pension

- of $10.00 a month.

"I's borned in Georgia, next to the line of North Car'lina, on
Widow Hick's place. My papa died 'fore I's borned but my mammy was called
Aggie. My ole missus died and us fell to her nephew, Ab Smith. My gramma
and granpa was full-blooded Africans and I couldn!t unnerstand their talk,

"My missus was borned on the Chattahoosa River and she had 2,000

acres of lgnd in cullvation, 2 thousand on each side the river, and owned
500 slaves and 250 head of work mules. She was the richest woman in the
whole county,

"Js slaves lived in a double row log cabins facin' her house and
our beds was made of rough plank and mattresses of hay and lynn bark and
shucks, make on a machine, I's spinned many a pliece of cloth and wove many

8 brooch of thread.

"Uissus didn't 'low her niggers to work till they's 21, and the
chillen played marbles and run round end kick their hesls, The first work I . -
done was hoeing and us werked long as we could see a stalk of cetton or hill

of corn. Missus used to call us at Christmas and give the eld fblk:ra doller

~and the rest 2 dinner, When she died me and ny mother went to Ab Sﬁith




Ex-slave Stories Page Two d' :3ﬁ77
Page Two ‘
Texas

at thé dividement of the property. Master Ab put us to work on & big farm

he bought and it was Hell 'mong the yearlin's‘if you crost him or missus either,
It wes double trouble and a cowhidin' whatever yvou do. She had a place in the
kitchen where she tied their hands up to the well end cowhided them and sometimes
cut they back 'meost to pieces, She made allAgo.to church and let the women

wear some her old, fine dresses to hide the stripes where shs'd bgat then. Hammy
say that to keep the folks at church from lmowin' how mezn she was to her nig-
gers,

"Master Ab had a driver and if ycﬁ didn't do what that driver sgy, master
say to him, 'Boy, come here and take this nigger down, a hunerd licks this time.?!
Sometimes us run off and go to a dance without a pass and 'bout time they's
kickin! they heels and getting sot for the big time, in come a patﬁerraller and
say, 'Havin! a big time, ain't you? Got a pass?' If you didn't, they'd git
four or five men to take vou out and when they got through you'd sho' go home.

"Master Ab had hunerds acres wheat and made the women stack hay in the
field, . Sometimes they got sick and wanted to go to the house, but he made them
;ay down on a straw-pile in the field, Lots of chillen was borned on a straw-
pile in the field, After the chile was borned he sent them to the house, I
seed that with my own eyes,

"Phey was a trader ysrd in Virginia and one in New Orlesns and sometimes
a thousand slaves was waitin' to be sold, When the traders knowed men was
comin' to tuy, they made the slaves all clean up and greased they mouths with'

‘meat skins to look like they's feedin' them plenty meat. They lined the women

up on one sidg and the men on the other. A buyer wauld walk up and down 'tween

TN
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the two rows and grab & woman énd try to throw her down and feel of her to
see how she's put up, If she's purty strong, he'd say, 'Is she a good,breeder?‘
If a gal was 18 or 19 and put up good she was worth 'bout $1,500, Then the
buyer'd pick out 2 strong, young nigger boy 'bout the same age and buy him,
When he got them home he'd say to them, 'l want you\two to stay %ogether.
I want young niggers,!

"If a nigger ever run off the place and come back, master'd say,
'If you'll be a good nigg=r, I'll not whip you this time,' But you couldn't
'lieve that, A nigger run off and stayed in the woods six month, When he
come back he's hairy as a cow, 'cause he lived in a cave and come out at night
and ptlfer round. They put the dogs on him but couldn't cotch him. PFin'ly he
come home 2nd master say he won't whip him 2nd Tom was crazy 'nough to 'lieve it.
Master say to the cook, 'Fix Tom a big dinner," and while Tom's eatin', master
stand in the door with a whip znd say, 'Tom, I's change my mind; you have no
business runnin' off and I's gwine take vou Aﬁt Jus' like you come into the
world,

"Master gits a bottle whiskey and a box cigars and have Tom tied up
out in the yard. He takes & chair and say to the driver, 'Boy, take him down,
250 licks this time,' Then he'd count the licks, When they's 150 licks it
didn't look like they is any place left to hit, but master say, 'Finish him up.'
Then he and the driver sot down, smoke cigars and drink whiskey, and master
tell Tom how‘he must mind he master, Then he lock Tom up in # log house and . _
master tell all the niggers 1f they give him anything to eat he'll skin 'em slive.

Toe 01d folks slips Tom bread and meat, When he gits out, he's gone to the woods

'gain, They'i plenty niggers what stayed: in the woods till surrender,

N
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"I heered some slaves say they white folks was geed te 'em, but it
was a tight fight where us was, I's thought ever the case a theusand times and
figured it was 'cause all men ain't made alike. Seme are bad and seme are goed.
It's like that new. Some folks you werks fer get ne heart and sepe treat yeu
white, I guess it allus will be that way.

"They was mere ghests and hants them da\vs than new. It leek like when
I's cemin' up yhey was cemmen as pig tracks, They come in different fomz and
shapes, sometimes like a deg er cat or goat or like a man, I didn't 'lieve in lem
till I seed one. A fellow I kmewed ceuld see 'em every time he went sut. One time
us walkin' 'leng @ ceuntry lane and he sé.y, 'Joerden, leok evér my right sheulder,!
I leoked and see a man walkin' witheut a head, I breke and runm plumb eff frem
the man I's with, He wasn't scart of 'em,

"I¥s refugeed from Georgia te Andersen Ceunty 'fere the war, I see
Abe Linceln enct when he conme th;'ough, but didnit nene of knew whs he was,
I heared the president wanted 'em te werk the young niggers till they was twenty-
ene but te free the grewed sleves, They say he give 'em thirty days te 'siderate
it, The white felks said they'd wade bleod saddle deep 'ferethey'd let us leese,
I dén't blame 'em in a way, 'cause they paid fer us, In Tnether way it was right
te free us, We was brought here and ne person is sposed te be made a brute.

WAfter surrender, Massa Ab call us and say we could ge. Mannmy stayed
but I left with my uncles and auntes and went te Shrevepert where the Yanks was,
I didn't hear fma my mammy fer the nex' twenty years,

"In Eu Klux times they ceme te our heuse and I steed tremblin', but they
didn't bether us, I heared 'em say lets of niggers was tesk dewn m» Sabine bhettem

and Kluxed, just "cause they wanted teo git rid of 'em, I think it was desperades
‘ - ' ' N
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what done that, 'stead ef the Ku Klux, That' was did in Panels Ceunty, in the
Bad Lands., Bill Bateman and Hulen Gresham and Sidney Farney was desperados and
weuld kill a nigger jus' teo git rid ef him. Course, lets of folks was riled up
at the Kluxers and blamed 'em fer everything.

"I's veted here in Marshall, Every natim has a ﬂaé but the cullud ré.ce.
The flag is what protects 'em. We wasn't invited here, but was breught here, and
den't have neo pléce else to go. We was breught un.derr this government and it's
right we be led and told what to de. The cullud felks has been hers m:o;'e'n a
unerd years and has heép make the United States what it 1s, The omly thing that'll
help the cause is separatien of the races, I'll net be here when it cemes, but
it's beund te, 'cause the Bible say that seme day all the races ef pesple will be
separated., Since 1865 till new the cullud race have dene nething but ge te de-
structien, There was a time @& man could contrel his wife and family, but yeu can't
de that new,

"After surrender I went te ’Shreveport; and steanbonted $rem there te New
Orlesns, then to Vicksburg, Old hands was paid $15.00 a trip. I come here in 1872
and ra.ilrpaded 30 years, .on the section gang and in the sheps. Sincethen I farmed
and I's had three wives and nineteen chillen and they are scattered all ever the

state, Since I's teo eld te fam I werk at edd jebs and git a $10w00 & memth

pensien,

L J
RNINS
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MILLIE ANN SMITH was born in 1850,

in Rusk Co., Texas, a slave of George
Washington Trammell, a pioneer planter
of the county., Tremmell bought Millie's
nother and three older children in Mis-
sissippi before Millie's birth, and
brought them to Texas, leaving Millie's
father behind., Later he ran away to
Texas and persuaded Trammell to buy

him, so he could be with his fanily.

-

"I's born 'fore war started and 'members vhen it ceased, I :uess
manmy's folks allus belonged to the Tremnells, 'c&use I 'member ny grandpa,
Josh Chiles, and my grandma, call Jeanette, I's 2 strappin' big girl
when they dies, Grondpa used to say he come to Texas with Massa George
Trammell'!s father when Rusk County was jus'! a big woods, and the first
two years he was hunter for the massz, He stay in the woods all the tine,
killing deer and wild hawgs and turkeys and coons snd the like far the
white folks to eat, and the land's full of Indians. He kinda taken up
with them and had holes in the nose and ears. They was put there by the
Indigns for rings what they wore, Grandpa could talk mos' any Indian
talk and he say he used to run off from his massa and stzy with the Indians
for weeks. The massa'd g0 to the Indian camp looking for grandpa asnd the
Indians hided him out and say, 'No see him.!

"How memmy and weluns come to Texas, Massa George brung his wife and
three chi}.len from Mississippi and he brmag we'uns. Pappy belonged to
Massa Moore over in Mississippi and Massa Gearge didn't tuy him, but after
mammy got here, that 'fore I's born, pappy runs off and makes his way to

Texas and gits Massa George to buy him,
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WMassa George and Missy Americe lived in a fine, big house and
they owned more slaves and land than anytody in the county and they's
the richest folks 'round there, Us slaves lived down the hill from the
big house in a double row of log cabins ani us had good beds, like our
white folks, My grandpa m-de 211 the heds for the white folks and us
niggers, too, Massa didn't want anything shoddy 'round him, he say, not
everi his nigger quarters,

"I's sot all day handin' thread to my mammy to put in the loom,
'cguse they give us homespun clothes, 2nd you'd better keep 'em if you
didn't want to go naked,

"Mossa had = overseer and nigger driver call Jacob Green, If
& nigger wes hard to make do the right thing, they ties him to a tree,
but Massa George never whip 'em too hard, Jjus' 'nough to make 'em 'hove,

"The slzves what worked in the fields was woke up 'fore light
with a horn and worked till dark, and then there was the stock to tend
to &nd cloth to weagve, The overseer come 'round at nine o'clock to see
if a1l is in the bed gnd then go back to his own house, Whea us knowed
he's sound asleep we'd slip out and run 'round, sometimes, They locked
the young men up ir a house at night 2nd on Sunday to keep 'em from runnin!
'round, It was a log house and had cracks in it and once a little nigger
boy pokes his hand in tryin' to tease them men and one of 'em chops his
fingers off with the zax,

"Massa didn' 'low no nigger to read and write, if he knowed it

George Wood was the only one could read and write and how he larn, a little

-2~
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boy on the 'jining place took up with him and they goes off in the woods
#nd he shows George how to read and write, Massa never did fimd out 'bout
that t111 after freedonm,

"He slips off and have przyer but deren't 'low the white folks know
it and sometime we Imums 'ligious songs low like when we's workin'. It was
our way of prayin'! to be free, but the white folks didn't know it; I 'member
maramy us=d to sing like this:

"*4m I born to die, to lay this body domm,

Must my tremblin' spirit flv into worlds unkmown,

The land of deepes' shade,

Only pierce' by human thought.'

"Massa George 'loved them what wanted to work a little ground for
theyselves and grandpa mzde money sellin' wild turkey and hawgs to the poor
white folks, He used to go mntin' at night or jus' when hecould.

"Then dayvs we made our own med'cine out of hor:semint and butterfly
weed and Jerusalem oak and bottled them teas up for the winter, Butterfly
feed tea was for the pleurisy and the otherg for the chills and fever, As
reg'lar 2s I 2ot up I allus drark my asafoetida =2nd tar water,

"I 'menber Massa George furnishes three of his niggers, Ed Chile
and Jacob Greenand Job Jester, for mule skinners. I seed the government
come and take off a big bunch of mules off our place, Mos' onto four yeer
after the war, three men comes to Massa George and makes him call us up and
turn us loose., I heered 'em say its close onto four year we's been free,
but that's the first we knowed 'bout it,

"Pappy goes to work at odd jobs and mammy and I goes to keep house
for a widow woman and I stays there till I marries, and that to Tom Smith, We
had five chillen and now Tom's dead and I lives on that pension from the
goverrment, what is $16,00 a month, and I's glad to git it, 'cause I's too

old to work, e
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SUSAN SMITH is not sure of

her age, but gppears to be

in the late eighties, She:
vas e slave of Charles Weeks,
in Iberia, Leuisiana, Susan
was dressed in a black and white
print, a light blue apren and
a black velvet hat when inter-
viewed, and seemed to be en-
Joying the genereus quid of
tobacco she took as she start-
ed to tell her story.

"I 'lieve I was nine er ten when freedom come, 'cause ] was
nursing for the white folks, 01d massa was Charlie Weeks and he lived
in Iberia, His sons, willie and Ned, dey run busiA;ss in de ceourt heuse,
One of dem tax cellector and de other leokin' after de land, ;nd am de
surveyor, Old missus named Mag Weeks,

"Iy pa nemed Dennis Joc and ma named Sabry Jee, and dey berned
and raised on Weeks Island, in Louislana, Aftsr dey o0ld massa die, dey
was 'vided up and falls te Massa Charli e Weeks, and dat where I berned,
in Iberia en Bayoeu Techs,

"Massa Charlie, he live in de big brick house with white
columns and everybody what pass dere know dat place. Dey have de great
big tomd in cerner de yard, where dey buries all dey folks, but buries
de cullud folks back of de guarters, Dey's well fix in Leuisiana, but
not se goeed after dey come to Texas.

"Dey used te have big Christmas in Leuisiana and lets eof things
for us, and a big table and kill hawgs and have lots to eat,But old Missus

Mag, she allus treat me like her cwn chillen and make me set at de toble

with dem and eat.
-1—
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"I wes with Missus Mag on a vieit to Mansfield when de war starts
at six e'cl eck Sunday and go till six e'cleck Menday. I went over dat bhattle-
field and look at dem sejers dey kill, David NeGill, a young massa, he git kill.
He uncle, William Weeks, what done hired him te jine the army in ﬁe place, he
goes to the batilefield to look for Massa David, De enly wgy he knowed it was
him, he have two geld eyeteeth with diamonds in dem. Some dem hurt sojers
was preyint and some cussin'. Yeu could hear seme dem hollerin', 'Ok, Gawd,
help me.' Dey was layin' se think yeu have to step over dem,

"l seed de sejers in Iberia. Dey take anythin' dey wants. Dey
cotch de cow and kill it and eat it. Dey have de camp dere and dev Jjus' carry
on, I used te go to de camp, 'cause dey give me crackers and sardines. 3But
after dat Mansfield battle dey have up white flags and dey ain't no mere war
dere., But while it gwine oen, I go te de camp and sometimes dem sejers give me
meat and barbecue, Dey ene place dere » lu.nip ‘salt big as die heuse, and dey
sot fire to de house and left dat big lump salt, Anywhere dey camp dey durns
up de house,

¥] didn't know I'm free till a man say te me, 'Sissy, ain't you know
you ain't get no more massa or missus?! I say, 'Ne, suh,' But I stays with
dem till I git marry, and slep' right in dey house and nuss for dem, Dey give
me de big weddin', tee. De noter public in Iberia, he marry us. My husband
name Henry Smith and dat when I'm fifteen year old. I se big-limdb and fat den
I bigger dan what I is now,

"I ain't had ne husband for a time. I can't cast de years, he besn

dead se leng, Us have fifteen chillen, and seven livin'! now,
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"Sperrits? I used te see dem. I scart ef dem. Semetime dey leoks
nat'ral and sometime like de shadow, Iffen day leok like de shadew, jus' kesep
on leokin' at dem till dey leoks nat'ral. Iffen yeu walks 'leng, dey come right
up side yeu, Iffen you leoks ever yeu left shoulder, yeu see dem, - Dey makes de
air feel warm and yeu hair rise up, and semetime dey gives you de cold chills.
You can feel it when dey with yeu, I set here and seod dem standin' in dat gate.
Dey goes reund like dey done when dey a-livin', Some say dey can't cress water,

"I heared talk of de bad meuth. A eld weman put bad meuth en yeu and
sheke her hand at veu, and befe' de day dene you gwine be in de acciden',

"I seed de Klu Klux. Po' Cajuns and redbones, I calls dem, Dey eught
te De sleepin'. One time I seed a man hangin' in de woed when I'm pickin'! black-
berries. His tengue hangin' eut and de buzzards fly dewn on he shoulder. De

bree-e sot him te swingin' and de buzzards fly eff. I tells de peeple and dey

40

takes him down to bury, He a fine,young cullud man, I don't knew why dey dene it.

Dat after peace and de Yankees done gone back home,

"I been here in Texas a geoed while, and it such a reugh read it get my
'membrence all stir up., I never been te scheoel, 'cause I bsund eut te werk.
I lives with my daughter and dis child here my grandchild. I can't ‘member ne

mere, 'cause my head ain't geod as it used to Dbe,

L L1 1]
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‘JOEN SEED,born near Austin,
Texas, does not know his age,
but was almost grown when he
was freed, BHe belonged to Dr,

Sneed znd stayed with him sev-
sral years after Emancipation,

"I's borned on de old Sneed place, eight miles south of Austin,
and my mammy was Sarah Sneed and pappy was Ike, Dey come fram Tennessee
ard dere five boys and two gals, De boys em Dixie and Joe and Jim and
Bobd and me, and de gall name Katy =nd Lou. s live in quarters what was
log huts, Dere's one long, log house where dey spinned and weaved de
cloth., Dere sixt;en spinnin! wheels and eight looms in dat house and
my job was turnin' one dem \gheels when they'd thresh me out nﬁd git me
to do it., MNos!' g1l de clothes what de slaves and de white folks have
was made in dat house,

"Mos' and usual de chillen sleept on de floor, unless with de
old folks, De bedsteads make of pieces of split logs fasten with wooden
regs and rope criss-cross, De mattress'.m;.keggf shucks tear into strips
with maybe a 1itl cotton or prairie hay. Yc;u could go out on de prairie
mos! any time and get 'nough grass to mske de bed, and dry it 'fore it
put in de tick, De white folks have bought beds haul by ox teams from
Austin and feather beds,

%" Dr, Sneed raise cotton and corn and wheat. Sometime five or
six oxen hitch to de wagon and 25 or 30 wagons make what am call de wagon
train, - Dey hanl cotton s2nd corm and wheat to Port Lavaca what am de
nearest shipping point, On de return trip, dey brung sugar and coffee

and cloth and other things what =zm needed on de plantation, First tme

massa 'low me go with dat ox-train, I thunk I's growsd.

o
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Dere a big gang of white and cullud >ch111‘en on de plantation
but Dr. Sneed didn't have no chillen of he own. De neighbor white chillen
come over dgre and pleyed, Us rip and play and fight and kick up us heels,
and go on. Massa never 'low no whippint of de‘ chillen. He meke dem pick
rocks up and malcé fonces ocut dem, but he didn't 'low no chillen work in de
field till dej "bout fourteen. Ds real old foiks didn't work in de fields
neither, Dey sot 'round and kmit socks and mend de .shoes and harne;s and
stuff, | \

"Massa John mighty good to us chillen. He allus give us a 1itl
piece money every Sunday. When he'd gﬁ: in he tuggy to go to Austin to sell
/bfler, de chillen pile in dat buggy and all over him Qo you couldn't see
him and he'd hardly see to drive,

"Us had possum and rabbit and fish and trap birds for eatin'. Dere
all kind wild green dem days. "Us jus' go. in de woods and git wild lettuce and
mustard and leather-britches and polk salad and watercress, all us want to eat.
Us kilt hawgs and put up de lard by de barrel, Us thresh wheat and take it to
de 1i'l watermill at Barton Creek to grind. Dey'd only grind two bushel to de

family, no matter how big dat family, 'cause dere 0 many folks and it such a
. ( '
small mill,

"Bach family have de 1i'l garden and .raeise turnips and ca:bbage and sweet
taters and put dem in de kiln meke from corn st‘alk:s and cure dem for winter
eatin'., Us ha..ve homemeke clo\thes and brogan shoes, comeé from Austin or some
place. Us chillen wear shirt-tail till us"baut thizjtee‘n.

"Massa live in de bi¥ two-fétory rock hoqu andAh'a.ve he office and ‘dmg-‘
o, 'dopt ome from - .

SN \:\\"’ .

store in one end de house. 0.4

Missy Ann have no chill@n».-ﬁtj
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Tennessee, name Sally.

"Dere 'bout four or five minerd acres and 'bout sixty slaves.
Dey git up 'bout davlight and come from de field in time to feed and do
de chores 'fore dark, After work de old folks sot. 'round, £iddle and
play de 'cordien and tell stories. Dat mostly after de crops laid by |
or on rainy days. On workin' time, dey ;e;zally tiregl and go to bed early.
Dey not work on Saturdsy afternoon or Sunday, 'cept dey gatheriﬁ‘ de -
crop 'gin a rain, 01d mnr Jim Piper am fiddler and play for black and
white dances, On Sunday massa make us go to church, Us sing and pray
in a 1i'l1 log house on de plantation and sometimes de preacher stop and

. hold meetin', ' .

"Massa John Snsed doctored from Austin to Lockhart and Gonzales and
my own mammy he train to be midwife, She good pneumonia. doctor and masée,
.ﬂ'.ulow‘her- care for dem, o

“.On‘ Christmas all us g0 to de big house and crowd 'found massa. He
a 1i'l man and some black boys'd carry ﬁim treund on dere shoulders. 4ll
knowed dey gwine git de present. Dere o big tree with present for everyone,
white and black, Lots of eggnog and turkey and baked hawgs and all kind good
things. Dere ellus lots of white folks company at massa's house and big ban-
quets znd holidays and birthdays. Us like dem times, Tceuse work slack and
food heavy, Every las' chile have he birthday celebrate with de big cake and: B
present and maybe de quarter in silver frqm old mabéa, bless he soul, Us

play kissin' gemes and ring plays and one song am like dis:

"Ity in de well,
How many feet? .
Five. Who'd git you out?! S
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"Iffen it 2 man, he choose de zal and she have to kiss him to git
him out de well, Iffen » gél in de well, she choose a man.

"I well 'member dec day freedom 'clared., Us have de tearin'~dom
dinner dat day. De niggers beller and cry and didn't went le;§e massa;
He télk to us and sagy long as he live us be cared for, and us was. Dere
lots of springs on he place and de married niggers pick out a spring and
Massa Doctor give dem stuff to put up de cabin by dat spring, and dey tcke
what dey have in de quarters. Dey want to move from dem slave quarters,
but no? too far from massa, Dey come to de big house for flour snd meal
and meat and sich till massa die. He willed every last one he slaves
somethin', Mos' of 'em git a cow and a horse and a plz and some chickens,
My mammy git two cows and a i:air h§rses and a wagon and 70 acres land, She
mgrries 'gain when my deddy\die and dat shif'less nigger she marry git her
to sign some kind paper and she lose delland.

"My wife was Nenny Madeirs and us have six chillen and five is livin'.
I followed cattle t111 I's 'bout 26. I's went up de Chisholm Trail eight or
nine times and druv for Massa Bilocker and Jedge Brackenridge aﬁd others,
On one stampede I rode 24 hours straight and after we rounds up all de cattle,
I goes to sleep under a tree, Dot day I hos on a buckskin coat I in gen'ral
wore and I feels somethin' grab dat cost éﬁd bite my side. I rouses up and
sees de big panther draggin' me off to de thicket., I has de six-gun but I
couldn't git to it. ZEvery once in 2 while dat panther lay me down and sniff
at my nose, I jes' hold de breath, 'cause if dat panther cotchbme breathin!

dgt been de end of me, He drug me to some bushes and den goes off a 1i'l way

re
-
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and give de yell, Dat yell meke me turn cold, 'cause it sound jes' like a
man screamin'., Den dat cat dug a shallow hole. I eases out my old gun, takes
careful aim and den says, 'Thank you, old man,! and he turns to look at me
~and I shoots him right 'tween he eyes. After ;while, dat cat's mate and cudb
come runnin', 'cause he yell for dem, ard I kilt dem, too.
"'Nother time, I seed de panther a--dréggin' a white man off and

I slips up jes' as de cat seizes him and shoots dat cat. Us have to run dat
man down and cotch him, 'caume he scagred stiff when dat dead ~at fall on him,

"Some time after dat I works for a man what freights supplies 'round
Austin eznd I's one de drivers. Us start i, September with sev'ral six-wheel
wagons, 'nough to lss! é. town de year,and not git back to Austin till Jamuary.
Sometimes de mud 35 b=d it taxe six oxen to pull de wagon out.

"One time us movin' and stampedin' de bunch cattle and me and oy
brotner zits los' from de rsat énd was los' three days and nights. A1l us eat .
am parched corn. De grass nearly waist high to a man and us scoop out de hole
in de ground and cut off tops de grass and weeds and meke de fire, Den us
drap de corn on de fire and parch it. De woods full wild animals and panthers
and wolves., De wolves de worst, Dey‘slip wp on us to git de chicken us has

with us, At last us com@ to a house gnd finds us folks,

BRp RN
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MABIAH SNYDER, 89, was born
in Mississippi, a slave of
Sam Miller, who brought her
to Texes when she was five,
Since Mariagh's second hus-
band died, twenty-two years
2&0, she has earned her living
by washing and cooking. Now
too 0ld to do much, she is
cared for by her only living
daughter, with the aid of a
$10.00 monthly pension,

"I's borned in Mississippi. Yes, sar. I 'longed to Massa
i{iller and he name azm Sam, 2nd my neme am Hariaﬂ‘ My papry was ¥eldon
and my memmy, Anon., Massa Sam fotches all us to Texas when I's Jes!
five year o0ld and we come in wagons and hossback, He done tuy my
nammy and pappy in the slave market, so I don't know nothin' 'bout
none my other ‘'lations,

"Massa Sam live in a great big, ceiled house, and had plenty
lend and niggers, The quarters was logs and any kind beds we could git.
We wore lowell clothes snd I never seed no other kind of dress till-
after surrender, We et meat e.nd‘ collards and cornbread and rovgh grud,
and they biled a1l the victuals in a bigz, dlack pot what hung on a
rack in the kitchen fireplace, ¥e had red ﬁsset, flat shoes and no
stockin's, but in winter we made wool panties to wear ;)n our legs.

"Uissy was name Patsy and she was purty good, and Massa Sam
was purty good, ton, He'd whip us if we needed it. He'd pull of our
clothes and whip in the field. But he wouldn't *low the driver to

Wiip us if we didn't need it, No, sar. And he wouldn't have no pat-

terrollers on the place,

wle
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"The driver come round and woke everybody up and hed 'em in the field
by daybreak. I's seed a whole field of niggers abreast, hoein', The rows
of cotton was so lonz vou couldn't make dbut one 'fore dinnertime, I driv
the gin, what wes run by two mules, The cotton was wropped in baggin' and
tied with ropes. It wns 2 long time after 'fore I seed cotton tied with
steel like they bales it now,

"I seed plenty nlggers whipped while I driv thet gin, They tied the
feeats an® Lands and rémhided Yer1 good. They tied & bell on one woman what
run =2way all the tinme, They locks it round her head.‘

"I seed lots of niggers put om the block and bid off and carrv away
in chains. One women name Venis raises her hands and hollers, 'Weigh dem
cettle,’ whilst she's bein' bid off,

"The big folks dances all night Sat'day. That's all the fun we had.
e used to sing

"I'm in » lady's gaerden, I'm in s lady's garden,
So let me out, I'm sufferin' for water and wine,

"The slaves most allus sings whilst theys workin' in the field, and

one song wWas

"When I's here vou cells me honey,
When I's gone vou honies evervbody.

or

"The réccoon am de funny thing,
Ramblin' round in de dark,

"\Massa Sam have a cullud msn what give us our A3C's, I still got mine,

but didn't never git no further,
"fassa Sam git kilt 'fore the war, A mle throwed him. He had plenty

D
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good hosses but allus rid a mule, Ha come in from a neighbor's one day
and the mule throwed him on o stob 'fore he zot to the house, We hesred
a hollerin' down the road, but didn't pay no 'tention, 'cause they's allus
all kind recket gwine on, Pin'ly somebodv sav, 'That sound like a man,!
and we goes down there =ndé it was mngsa, 'Fore he die ha calls 2ll the
cullod chillen to him and shakes hands and tells 'ex to be good,

"7e 'lonss to he son, Ruten, then, and stavs with him three
vears after surrender. JIordy me! How I hztes to think of 'su talkin'
'bout that war! Younz missy cry a whole week, '~ause shp {fear her men
folks gwine git kilt, They did, ton, FHer two boys, George and Frank,
gits kilt, and hesp of the neighbors boys gits kilt, too,

"?in'ly us leawves lMess» Puben and =nes to Shreveport nnd I marries
Snyder, The 'Progo' Marshal marries us, e ralses two g2ls and I lives
with lery, Snyder died twentv-two years ago and all them years I made a
livin' washin' 2nd ironin' and cookin', up to six yeers ago., I gits a
pension from the goviment now and it am $10,00 a month. It's mighty good
of the white folks to take cere of this old nigger, but 1'd rather work,

onlv I ain't 2ble no more,

R K
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PATSY SOUTHWELL, 83, was born
in Jasper Co., Texas. Shé has
lived on or near the 0ld plan-
tation all her life, Her mas=-
ter was Bill Trailor,

"My name Patsy Southwell and I lives at Rock Hill. } been
livin' or dat plantation all my life, but'not allus in the very same
place., I thinkf§ the house was move and 'nother builded.

"My pappy was Johm Redd and he 'longed to Bill Trailor and he
brung here from Virginny., Mammy's name Rose Redd and she a yaller
nigger, come from South Carolina and maybe she white and Indian, too,
My brothers call Dennis, George, Willinm?and Charles and dey all dead.

-"We all live im the quarters and massa a tol'able good one
tsidering others what cut aﬁd slashes bad. Pappv and mammy work in
the field and dey send pappy and he sons off six months at the time,
over to Alexandria, to make salt,

WMy brothers hunt all the time and brung in deer and wild
turkey, so we has lets to eat, We has butter and milk and honey and
pappy allushave he 11i'l garden patch.

“We wears slip homespun 4ress make outtem cleth from us leom.
I never havs shoes and us has ne Sunday clethes, Massa was tellably
geed to the eold felks and not so mean to the chillen., He wasn't neo
barbarian like some what whip the slaves every Menday mernim' befo!
dey starts to werk,

"Massa plantatien have fifteen hunnerd acre in it and he

&
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dida't have 'meugh slaves so they werks awful hard, I seed 'em hit
Ry mammy five humnerd licks and my pappy six mnnerd, Pappy have run 'way and
been gome long time mnd they cotch him im de water im the Neches River,
He have meat and stuff and they sgy mammy feedin' him, but I thimk it the
ether way, I think he gittin' ard sendin! her stuff,
“"The white felks has €he big church with the bar 'cress it aad
the cullud felks sit behin'! the bar., If any wants to jine us tell massa
and he tell the preacher, and he old man Seuthwell, They baptise at the
mill pond,

"I marries Jerry Seuthwell and us git marry at home. Jerry
woars the black suit and I wears the dotted white Swiss dress with the
everskirt,

"When freedem breaks and massa say we free, we goes to &€he Haynes'
plece and my pappy farme for hisself, We gits on better dan im slavery
daye and after 'while papsy buys him some lend and den we all right., Me
and my husban', we stays on with pappy awhile, but we gits our own fam

end farm g1l us life,

LI IR ]
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LEITHEAN SPINKS, 82, was born a
slave to Fay Thompson, in Rankin
County, Mississippi. Soon after
Leithean's birth, Mr. Thompson
moved to E, Feliciana Parish,
Loulsiana. Leithean was happy
in slave days, and stayed with
her master two years after
she was freed, She lives at
2600 Merrick St., Fort Worth,
Texas.

WDoes I leok 0ld 'nough to be birthed in slavery? I's elghty-twe
years old and mammy had it right there in de Bible, marked when I's birthed,
in 1855, 1I's birthed in Mississippi but a little while after, massa goes
to Louisiana, over in East Feliciana Parish, and when I's o0ld 'nough to
tmember, we'uns am there, 'twixt New Roads and Jackson, right near the
Mississippi River,

"Massa Thompson had a awful big plantation and more'n 300 cullud
folks, and three rows of cabins 'bout two blocks long, and 'bout one family
to a cabin. No floors in dem cabins, you stands on dirt, and de furniture
am something you knows ain't there, Why,‘nan, there am Jjus' benches to sit
on and a homemake table and dbunks. Dere am de fireplace dut all de main
cookin' am dome in de big cookin' shed, and o0ld Mammy Dice done it, with
four to holp her,

"De bell am rung when meal time comes and all de slaves lines up, with
their pans and cups and passes de service table, and de food am put on dere
pans and milk in de cup, Dat de one time massa could allus 'pend on de
niggers, When de bell say, 'Come and git it,' all us am there, Us tekes de
food te de cabins and eats 1it,

"Dis o0ld nigger ceme near gwine to Glory onée when mammy am gene to

de cook shed, How 'twas am dis-a-wgy. She latches de door on de eutside

“1-
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to ked®p us three chilles in de cabin, my sis and brudder and me, Well, in

dem days, us uses tallow candles for light and pine knots when candles em
short, Mammy lights de pine knot befo! she leaves and after she am gone, it
falls off de hook and hits de ground and rolls a couple feet unier de bunk,
There am straw in de tick and right off de whole shebang am on fire. There

em three of us with de door latch and all de grown-ups in de cook shed, Us
hollers and yells but it am no use, and de hollerin' don't last long, 'cause
de smoke gittin'! thick. De fire am spreadin' fast and de bunks starts burnin'.
Us am huddle togedder, skeert plumb out our wits and chokin' and coughia'.

"Den my bdrudder gits de idea and he grabs de big spoon and de iron
poker and starts diggin'! de dirt from under de log next de door., De smoke
ain't so bad next de ground, and did yous ever see de dog diggin' in de
rabbit hole? Dat how us digs, and seems it never gwine come a hole. Finally,
e hole busted through and lets in fresh ait, and den us dig some more, and
it am big 'mough for my iittle sis to craml through. Den us dig some more and
I crawls out and my brudder starts but he gits he head outside and his shoulders
wedges and there he am, stucked, Us pull and pull, but nay a inch could us
budge him, He try to back up btut he shirt caught on a knot and he can't do dat.
So us runs for de cook shed and yells, 'Mammy, de cabin on fire,! Everybody
starts to holler, 'Fire,' and mammy busts in de door and yasmks brudder out
dat hole, and he am sweatin' like a latherin' mare. After dey puts de fire out
with de water buckets, mammy sgy, 'When sis gits out, why didn't she unlatch

de door?' !'Cause de 'citement, us never think of dat!

"Us have plenty hawg meat and veg'tables and butter and 'lasses and

-2
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honey. De food ain't short no time 'round massa, 'cause he sgy niggers
works better when dey feeds good, De mammies leaves de babies in de nursery
durin' de day and dem chillen am take good care of and has lots of milk and
am all fat like hawgs,

"In de mordin' when de bell ring, everybody goesto work, but I is little
and does de chores and am gap tender., De cattle am 'lowed to run where dey
vants, here, there and all over. Fencesam 'round de fields and yards and
there am gates to go through, bdbut us calls dem gaps. It am my Job' to epen
and close dem, 'cause somebody allus wantin' to drive or walk through dem
€aps.

"M¥ sis am de fly chaser, She has de big fan make from de tail feathers
of de peacock, 'Twas awful purty thing., She stands 'round de white folks end
shoo off de flies,

¥Massa Fay ain't hard on he cullud folks, He works dem steady but don't
drive dem, Lots de slaves goes fishin' in de river on Saturday afternoon and
Sunday, and dey cotches plenty fish,

"Us has parties and singin' and dancin' and fiddle music., Oh, Lawdy! How
lonesome I gits when I thinks 'bout dem days, and de music and singin'., Some-
times ‘bout a hunerd sings to once and dat sound purty and jus' go all through
me,

"For runnin' off am de only hard whuppin®s massa give, De run-off am tie
te de log and massa lay de whuppin' en he back, Deplantation am near de river
and dere am lots of caves and cliffs to hide in, Massa cotch de run-offs with

de nigger hounds and if he don't, dey git hongry and snesks back. Only one

gits clear aww,
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"One Sunday mornin' ‘bout ten o'clock, massa have de bell ring
and calls all us to de front gallery and makes de talk, He say, 'l's happy
to tell yous is free and, 'cording to de lew, yous am all citizens, Dem what
wants to stay with me I'll pay de wages or dey can work on sha.res:' He gives
us all de paper, with de name and age and where us am birthed., Me and mammy
stays two years after freedom., I marries Sol Pleasant in 1872 and us has tw
chillen, Us sep'rate in 1876, De trouble am, he wants to be de bms of de
job and let me do de work, I 'cides I don't need no boss, so I transports
him, and says, 'Nigger, git out of here and don't never come back. If you
comes back, I'1l smack you down,'!

"In 1873 1 marries Frank Spinks and us has eight chillen and he dies
in 1930, All dem eight chillen lives here and I's livin' with one of dem,

Mrs, Covy Kelly. 'Tain't many years befo'! old Gabriel blow he horn, and I's

waitin' for him,

LA L L L)
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GUY STEWART, 87, 209 Austin Ave,, Ft.
Worti, was born Nov. 26, 1850, a slave
of Jack Taylor, who also owned Guy's
parents, 3 brothers and 3 sisters,
They lived in Mansfield Parish, La.
Stewart started work in the fields
at seven years, and remained with his
owner three years after he was freed,
He then moved onto his own farm where
he lived until 1898, whem he moved to
Fort Worth,

“Yas, suh, I'se an 0l' slave and I'se 'bdout 1l years ol!
when de War starts, My marster am Jack Taylor and my family bve-.
longs to him,

"I 'members de war well, 'cause we'uns hears shootin' and
see soldiers. Dey comes to marster's place and takes hosses and
vittals., One time dey wants some of de niggers for to help fix
for de battle, Dere sm heap of 'citement and de marster's !fraid
de battle come too close, He say, 'It's too close for saftment,’
And he say, 'Put dis and dat away so de soldier cain't fimd it,!

"I starts work long'fore dat, shen I'se seven, in de cotton

and co'n field, I just peddles 'round first, Marster sho' am good

to us and so good dat Ge other white folks calls us de 'free niggers,'

"HWe'uns have cabins for to live in and sleep in bunks with

straw ticks on 'em. We'uns has lots to eat, all we wants, And we'uns

have 21l de clothes we needs,

"Sho, we went to church with de marster, Dey tol! us 'bout

Heaven and de devil and sich., But dey never 'lows us to have books

in de hands. Dey says it wasn® good for us to larn readin' or writin,'

’1-
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"Ze'uns has lots of music on dat place 'cause de marster,
he am de good fiddler and he learns some of us niggers to play de
fiddle and de banjo. We gits together and has de music, sing and
dance, If I thinks *bout dem days now, I can see we'uns dancin'
and hear de singin' ot dem ol' songs, sich like Ol' Black Joe
and Swanee River, Iffen ]I thinks too much 'bout dem days, tears
comes in dis ol' nigger's eyes. Dem were de happy days of my life,
In dem days, we'uns not know what am money, never have any. What
for we'uns need it? 1I'se more happy den, dan I been since, with
RBONOY,

"De marster am scart for to lose all de hosses and every-
thing, 'cause dey takes it for de army man, so he gits to thinkin'
Tbout movin' to Texas., De war warn't over when he goes to Texas and

takes all us niggers with him, De roads dem days am not s0 good.

%0 oridges over de rivers, 'cept de bigges' ones. Iois of times we'uns

has to push for help de hosses pull de wagons outta de mudhole, and
welunsg is over a montn gettin® to Williams County. De marster remts
de land dere and we stays for ome crop, and den we all goes to Travis
County, whar marster settle for to raise de wheat,

"When freedom comes, de marster says we'uns has to work for
wages and buy all de food and de clothes and everything dat we'uns

gits. Dat's not so easy. At first he pays me $5,00 a month and den

pays me $10,00 de month, After three years I quits and rents a farm

wee
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and works for myself, I glts married in 1877 and my wife dies in
1915, Ve'uns has one chile, In 1898 I comes to Fort Worth and gits
me a job in de woodyard and sich,

"White man, I sho' likes for to see dat ol' plantation dowmn
in Louisiana and it would do dis oi‘ darky good. I sits here and thinks
of de marster and de good times. And de fisnin down dere! Is dere good
fishin'? De folks here don' know what am fisnin',

"You has dis nigger thinkin! heaps 'bout de ol! plantation and

de good times, If I don'® stop talkin' "bout dat, I gits to cryin'.

CES SRR KRR S
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WILLIAM STONE WAS born

‘in a covered wagon, on the way
from Alabama to Texas, about
1863, Though he was t0o small
to remember slave days, he does
reczll many things to0ld him by
his parents and other ex-slaves,
William lives in Mart, Texas,

-

"My perents done told me where I's borned, It am in a covered wagon
on de way from Alabama tobTexas, two years 'fore freedom, 0ld Marse, Lem
Stone, he left Alabama for Texas, where de war not so bad, and brung some
he slaves with him., He done lost 80 much in Alabama, Yankees burnin' he
house and cotton and killin' he stock, he want to git 'way from dere,

"First he come to Rusk County, don’goes back to Shreveport and stays
111 freedom. Pappy and mamny was Louis and Car'line Stone., I lived in
Louisiana till I's growed.

"Mammy and pappy done told me a1l Ybout de old plantstion. It am
hundreds of acres of land, part worked and part Jjus' timber and pasture.
It was near Montgomery, and dey raised ﬁér;>cotton den anything else, tut
had some corn and péas and cane. Dey made sorghum and ribbon cane 'lasses
2nd had boilin' vats for sugar, too,

"De soldiers come through, Dey named, Yankees., Dey make mammy cook
| somethin' to eay and den kilt 211 de hawgs and took de meat with dem, and
burn de barn and house, O0ld Marse ﬁad pens to put cotton in, hid way out
in de bresh, Dey piciked it in gunny sacks snd hides 1t, and slips it out
to de gin'pyfnight and tries to sell it 'fore dem Yankees finds it and burns
it. | |

"Mamny say dey all wondlto church and had to drive four horses. when
de roads muddy in winter and sand dcqp in summer, Bﬁy allus carry dinnor

S PR :
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and stay all day. Den in de evenin!, after de niggers had dey preachin?®, dey
all go home., Sometimes a preacher come out to de plantation and hold church
for de white folks in de mornin' and in de svenin' for de niggers, out under
a big oak tree,

"De Lawd say iffen us trusts him and help to be good he gwine make
our path straight., Dis was true in de devs of den,.'cause our white folks
tooken care of us, befo' dey was freedom and sech., Now, us gittin' old, and
gits de old age pension when us too 0ld to work,

"I works all up and down de 0ld river when I's growed. De plantations
has long staple cotton, Dey raise sugar cane and dere be twenty wagons haulin'
cane to de boilin' mills. We was happy to do dat work, Ycause we knowed it
mean us have plenty 'lasses in winter. Lawdy, I wish I knowed I could have
all de 'lasses and bread I wanted dis winter! Dem was good times, Lawd! Us
sing dis song:

"t We'll stick to de hoe till de sun go down,
We'll rise when de rooster crow,
And go to de field where de sunshine hot,
To de field whers de sugar cane grow,
Yes, chilluns, we'll 2ll go,!

"I can jes' see dem long rows of cotton and niggers drivin' de oxen
and mules. I know 'nother song:

"1Nigger mighty happy when he layin'! by de corn,
Nigger mighty happy when he hear dat dinner homm;
But he more happy when de night come on,
Dat 'sun's a~slantin?!, as sho's vou born!
Dat o0ld cow'!s a shakin':dat great big bell,
And de frogs tunin' up, 'cause de dew's done fell.'!

"Dat jes! after freedom. Dey have plantations and overseers like ) _
slavery, but most de overseers niggers, and dey didn't whip you den, On
Saturday night de overseer pay us, mostly in rations, He give us five, maybe

’{
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ten pounds i-ations of meat, and a peck or two or meal, and some coffee and
Ylasses,
"!Dat ration day come once a week,
0ld massa rich as Gundy.
But he give 'lasses all de week,
And - buttemilk for _S_unday.}
#1014 massa give a pound of meat,
I et it all on Monday;
Den I et 'lasses all de iwek
And buttermilk for Sunday,?

"All dis was down on de Mississippi bottom. Old Ma.;x River was sho!
purty in de fall, when dem wild geeses come in drqves and de blossoms red and
yaller. De fogs come hang over and chillé and fever gits started. De women
sot by de fire piecin' quilts and spiﬁnin' thread, and de 0ld men weave cotton
baskets and chair bottoms, and de young men work on de levees, so dey hold
0Old ManRiver back when he start prowlin' round 'gain.

"Floods come down, no matter what time of year. One day 01d@ ManRiver
be runnin' 'long, jes' as peaceful and qu‘ie‘t', and evervbody happy. Everybody
meet de boats at de landin'. Den way in de night you wake up and hear a roarint
like thunder and dat river be on a tear, Folks kuow he am in de ugly mood, and
starts movin' to higher ground, Everybody what have a wagon and mule gits out.
Some jes' gits to de leves, It look like my folks told me when dey run from
de Yankees, only dis time it's de river, 0ld Man River sho! treach'oﬁs. After
he go on one he rarin' and tearin' spells; 'den he gwine be so peaceful and
quiet like, Look like he try to make up for he meanness,
| "] gits married and moves clost to de Trinity ﬁinr, and stays till
ny family done raised. Doy has free schools in Texas den, I works in de sswmill
and dere s0. mch. wild gamo us can eat em Dem days on de Hississippi “bottom 18

lik:o a drqam. but when I hears talk 'beut 016. uan Rivor, I can dem big waters
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YACH STRINGFELLOW, 90, was
bern a slave of Frank Hubert, in
Brerham, Texas, His menmery is
poer agnd, theugh he reealled a
geod nany imeidents of slavery
days, he had little te say abeut
his life frem 1865 te the pres-
eat, He now lives ir Waee, Texgs,

-

#1111 be ninety-ene vears 0ld next May, and I was berned in
Bremham., My massa and missus was Framk Hubert amd Sarsh Anm Hubert.
My dzddy eceme frem de.old Afrieaz and was td 1 and straight =s a arrew,
He was seld te a man what teeked him te Califernia in de geld rush im
1849 gnd me and mammy stays with Massa Hubert. Dat hew seme my name
ain't de same as massa have,
‘"I get se mueh misery im de head I eam't 'member like I shsuld,
But I knew us live in 1littlelez heuses all kinrd ef greup teogether, emd
us eat in a long lean~te builded en t2 de big heuse, Us chillem had a
‘leng, seeeped-eut dish en a’split lez tadle, What we had te eat was dumped
in dat treugh amd us ste it like sitp. But it she' taste geed when yeu
beem huntin'! fer eggs er ealves or gittin' in e¢hips er breacia! bdresh.
“When Its big ?g.;ugh I earries waxer, senctimes frem de spring and
.aometines fre de deep well, Dere d;#é;r.A 1ittle ehild fall in and
drewn and massa, he sgy miggers tee valu'ble te risk dem dat wagy, It was
hard werk te tete water fer niggers werkin', ‘'eanse allus semebedy
hellerint fer de water; I had te tret dewm de slippery bark threugh de

therns te de spriang er pull de heaxy»sieep te git it .eut de well, -and

earry twe buskets mest de tine,

ale
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"Us eut pwo saplin's de right size te fasten tegether at de end
and stiek dem im heles im de wall, te make de bed., Us use lage eowhide
strings or any kind repe aeress de peles te held de bed up. Dem put hay er
eorn shueks and a little eetten in de tieks, -

"Us eat baeon and eornbread and greens, but de white folks had
mere'n better, Dey didn't have te eat stroﬁg vietuals like us; us have
te eat semething to stiek te de ribs, Right 'beut de time dis state ceme
te be de United States, ond de Merxieanms rzisin? de old billy, us eeek
mest ususl en de fireplaee ~nd have ovens by de side to.make bread, and
eranes for de pets,

""Us slaves used pine teorehes and semetimes a little bit ef
eandle., De wemen make all de eandles demselves for de white folks, Us:
didn't need mush light at night, 'eause us tired after de leng day, werkin!
frem ean ses te ¢an't see, and us git in de bed early,

"I were shirt tail till I's feurteen, den de hemespun britehes
and shirt., Ly weddin' suit was de dark jeans and I was fix up fine as amy
nigger en de plantatien, She were white and massa fix supper and git de
| fiddler and 211 sieh,

"Moassa have Jehn to eversee, ard he she' de stepper, He be
every plaee you didn't thimk he gwine eemes, He have de big, beem veiee
and allus singian', and wail, 'Leek aleng, blsek man, leek aleng, dere
treuble e¢emin' she'!,' Iffen de blaek bey er woman lyin' in de eern row, dey’
git up quiek end be mighty bust right seen, 'eause dat blaek snake whip
rezeh for dem, Dey seramble deyself tegether and be de .busiest in de

buneh by time Jehm git dere,
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"In de leng winter dars de men sot reund de fire and whittle weed
end make butter paddles and treughs fer de pigs and sieh, ard ax handles
and hee handles and bex traps and figure-feur traps, Dey make eembs te git
de weel clean fer de spimmin!', Us teke de lemg strip ef lenther and put
wire in it and bend dem se dey stay, den eut dem eemb-like teef and dere you
eTe, |

"Ceme Christmas us slaves have de big dinner and eat gll day and

danee till nex' mernin', Seme de niggers frem negar plantatiens git dey
passes and esme Jine us, Cpurse dey a2 drap egg neg reurd =nd eandy fer de
ehillen, De white felks hrve dey big earriage full ef visiters and big
goin's on dey eeme to from niles reund, Us didn't have ne money, but didn't
heve ne plzee te go te spend it, neither,

At might, us sot reund de fire ssnetimes and de wnmen sew 2nd knit
and de men whittle and teld things, Dey talk 'beut eharms and sieh. Yau
cwine have lets of luek iffen vou eetch de rabbit in de gravevard em de dark

of de meon =nd eunt off he hind leg and wear it., Iffen veu ehews de piece of

shoe-string reet, jus' veu ask auybedy a faver and veu sho' gwine git 1it.

LA AL EL L
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BERT STRONG was born in 1864,

a slave of Deve Cavin, He and

his mother remained in the serv-

ice of the Cavin femily for ten
vears after they were freed,

Bert heas farmed in Harrison Couniy
2ll his life and now lives alone

on Long's Camp Foad, twelve miles
northeast of Marshall, He is sup-
ported by a $15,00 per month pension,

"I been livin' here all my life, I was birthed a year =nd more
'fore the war stopped anda ‘longea to 0ld Dave Cavin. All my folks 'longed
to him over in Montgomery, in Algbama. Massa Dave buyed my mammy's papa
off a 'bacey Tarm in Richmond, in Virginny., I heared Massa Dave say he
done come to Texas 'cause he heared in Alsbama this was a rich country
~= hawgs walkin' round with a knife in thew hack and you could shgizemoney
off the trees, His folks and 'bout thirty slaves come to Texes in wagons,
They was on the road three months,

"I heared my grand=people :tell 'bout holpin' run the Indians out
of Texas., Big Lake, on Caddo Lake, was jus' a snall kind of strea then.
deys. My srandps was name Gloster and he di=d at o hunerd five years,

"Massa Cavin had 'bout four hunerd acres and huilded us all good
quarters with chimnies and fireplaces, and good beds and plenty food,

I's too little to know all this 'fore the war, but my folks stzyed with
massa ten years after freedom nnd things was jus' the same as in slave
times, only thev ¢ot a little monev, so I can 'member,

"My grandma was cook and there was plenty wild game, turkey snd deer

and nigeon and rebbiis and squirrels, T 'member once they's grumblin' 'bout

what they have to eat and 0ld massa coms to the quarters ond say, 'What .
you fussin' 'bout? They's a gallon good potlicker in the pot,"

wl-
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I's raise on greens and pork and potlic.er and 'taters snd ssh-cake, Dat
am good food, too., I asin't never hope to sse no better focd dan dat.
"Mascsn give he slaves two sets clothes a year and one p%;r 'bachelor!
brogan shoes with brass toes, The white fnlks larnt us Negroes to read
and write, at night and on Sunday, and we could Zo to church. We had our
own preacher, and mnassa let us have fun'rals when s sleave died, Tuey wasn't
no undertakers then. Thev jus' made the ¢offin 2nd planed the boards and
lined it with black cloth, Tae white folks and tlie cullud folks, ton, weas
put 'way nice on our place,
"They was a overseer a while, 5ut massa fires him for cuttin' and
slashin! he niggers, He made my uncle Freeman overlooker, We is heared
slaves on fzrms close by hollerin' when they git beat, Some the neighbors
works they hends till ten at night ~nd weighed the last weighin' by candles,
If the day's pickin! wasn't good 'nough, they beat them till it =2 pity.
"Christmes was the big time, Massa kilt tl.e hawg or beef and sometinmes
a mutton, ~nd give the s3laves the big dinner, Us all hang the stockin' up
on meassa's gallery and it was a run to see what we'd git, He give the chillen
tovs 2nd spples and the big folks somethin' to wear, He'd 'low the chillen
to have candv pullin' Saturdsv nights and the growed folks parties, !y cousin,
Toa, was songster and call the plays at all the dances, and the§ turned
tcordin' to whet he'd sing.
"When young messa went to war they calls all the slaves to tell him

good-bye, Thev blowed the horn. He come home two times on a furlough =nd

says, 'I's smellin' and seein' the Devil,' Then the nex' time he come home
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he say, 'Las' time I tells you 'bout smellin' the Devil, I's smellin' and
seein' Hell now,! When the war em over, he come hoﬁa and say to old massa,
PAin't you read the 'lamation to you niggers yet?' Massa say he hasn't, and
young massa blowed the horn and calls us 211 up and tells us we's free as
he is and could work for who we please, but he like us to stay till the crop
am out, He say he'd hire us and make 2 contrac'. Me and myv mammy stays ten
years, 'cause they so g02d it a2in't no use fo leave, One of the voung massas
am livin' here now, Mr, Tom, and I goes to see him,

"I stays with mamay t i1l I marries and then farms for myself. That all
I ever done and I'd be doin! iﬁ now if I was able, I raises two boys but
they am both dead now,

"I votes once in the county 'lection and once in the president 'lection,
I think any men should vote, but it ain't 'tended for women to vote.

"Mos' the young niggers =m gwine to Hell, They don't 'preciate things.
They has lots more'n we ever did, They .can go to school and all, but they

don't 'preciate it,

LT T ILY L)
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EMMA TAYLOR, 89, was born a

slave of the Greer family, in

Mississippi, She and her mother

were sold to a Texas man, whose

name Emma has forgotten, Emnma

lives with one of her children,
in Tyler, Texas,

"iy maw and paw lived in Mjssissippi, and belonged to Marse
Greer. Dat dere name, too. A1l the slaves tooken dere maéter's name,
'cause dey hadn't no use for a name, nohow,

"De first.thing I tmembers is followin? my maw in the cotton
patch. She allus went ahead, pickin'! cotton, and made a clean place

with her sack draggin'! on the ground. 3But de first work I ever done

. was feed de chickens and geese and shell corn to feed dem.

"Us nigger chillen couldn’t play with de white chillen. De worstest
whippin! I ever got was far playin! with a doll what belongzed to one
marse's chillen, I 'members it vet and I z2in't never seed a doll purty
as dat doll was to me. It was make out a2 corncob with arms and legs
what moved and a real head, wi th eyes and hair and mouth painted on.

It had 2 dress'out of silk cloth, Jjist liks one ny missus weared whén
she went to meetin'. Dat 1i'l gal done leave de doll under de tree,
but missus found me playin‘ with it and whipped me hard.

"We lived in a cabin in de back field 'hind de big house, one room
apd @ shed room, where maw AOne all de cookin' for de whole family,- I
had three brothers and three sisters, all dead, I supposes, Dey all
older™n what I was, We cookg@ on & fireplace, and a big pot hanged on _
poles over de fire and de bread cook on dat f;re in a skillet what was

made of two pieces of iron, turn’ up all round, We puts de dough in one
and tnrns de other one over it, den buries it in de conls " few minuxes
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til1l it brown on de top and bottom., It was good, jist as good as nowédays,
baked in a oven, Our beds was made out of straw and old rags, but we kept
warm s}eepin' a whole lot in one bed in winter, but we slept outside in summer.
"I was sold one time, Marse, he gittin'! old and Ycide he didn't need so
. many slaves, so he have de sale and a man come and put us all up on a big
platfom. Wj.ulls off rearly all our clothes, sn as to show how big we was,
~ and he 'gins(hollerin‘ Thout who gwineter bﬁy; who gwineter buy. I was scart
and thunk I has to leave maw, so I fgins hollérin' jist as loud as he does,
He turn 'round and say, 'Shut up, you 1i'l coon, you, I can't hear nothint,!
I hides my face in maw's apron and didn't know no more till we's all loaded
in & wagon and starts to de new home, We gits dere and is give new clothes
and shoes, de first ones I ever had on and it taken me a long time to larn
to wear dem things on my feet.
"Us niggers}has to git‘up at four in de mornin', and work, work till
ﬁs can't see no more. Den dey work at night. De men chops wood and hauls poles
to build fences gnd malke wood, and de women folks has to spin four'cufs of
thread every night and make all de clothes. _Some has to card cotton to make
quilts and some weave and knits stockin?s, Marse give each one & chore to //
do at night and iffen it warn®t did when we went to qu, we's whipped. One
time I falls plumb asleep befo; I finishes shellin' éome corn, but I didntt
.git 8 bad whiﬁpin’ dat tinme,
?Sometimes de niggers danced and played de fiddle and us chillen played
in de y€r¢. We could stay up all nighﬁ dem'times, but had to iork next day,
- and h@rdly ever stayed up all night, D&t ¢uii#' harvest or #t Christmas time,

WALl de victuals was issued out by de overseer snd he give 'nough for ome
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week, den iffen us eat it @1l up too soon, it am jist go without, Lots of
times, I went down to de "tato patch & long time after everybody am in bed,
and stole 'tatoes, so we wouldn?t be hungry next day. I allus covered de
hole up good and never did git cotched. De dogs got after me one time, but
I put pepper in dey eves and dey stopped. I allus carried peﬁper with me.

"I marries when I's fifteen, not so long befo! I'm free, Nigger men
didn'y gﬂ no license to marry dey gals den, Dey jist picked her out and asked
marse, and iffen he 'grees, dey's married. But iffen he don'f want it, dat man
has to find heself 'nother gal, De men what lived on 'nother plantation couldntt
see dere wives but onct every two weeks. Harsewbuyed my husban', Rube Té:frlor.
and he come to live with me.,

"One day marse say we's 211 free and we hﬁs a Yig celehration, eatin?! and
dancint, 3% we= nesr 211 stayed on his place for a long time after day., He
paid us thirty-five cents de day and let us live in de same 0ld houses,

"After we done left him, we jist 'dﬁfts round, workin! for white folks,
till we manages to git a farm., Rube done died & long time back, and I lives

with my baby child.

s




120131

EX~SLAVE STORIES Bage One Y6
(Texas)

MOLLIE TAYLOR, 84, was bora
a slave to John Wilson, at
Campbell, Texas. After she
was freed, Mollie moved with
her family to an adjoining
farm which they worked on
shares, Mopllie now lives at
532 Seaton St., ¥ort Worth,
Texas,

"Now den, I's no record of when I's born and just what ds white
folks tells me is all I knows. I!11 be 84 this coming October, but just
what day I don't know, I's born on Massa Johm Wilson's farm at Campbell,
Texas and him owned my father and mc¢ther and 'dout 20 more slaves, Dere
was 'dout four or five chillen in weltins family. My father died and I
don't 'member much 'bout him, but his name was Anson Wilson and my mother
name was Hattie Wilson. We'uns gits de name from de massa,

"Us slaves lived in log houses back of massa's house, and they wes
two and three-room houses with dirt fioors and de rock fireplace and just
holes for windows, De flies come in de door and go out de window, but
moat of 'em stayed in de house, Dere was no furnitufe like am today. No,
suh, it was homemake atuff, De bunks was built 'gZainst de wall and full
of straw or hay and de tables was made of split logs, Dere was de cook room
and de eatin' room where all de slaves meals cooked and they ate, 'tween
de slaves quarters and de massa's house,

"Massa Wilson, him feed us purty good, with de cornmeal and 'lasses
and plenty coffee and milk, We has white flour once a week and massa
git de sugar by de barrel. De slaves could have dere own gardens and dey
raised most dere vegetables. All de chillen ate out of de wooden trough

with wooden spoons. It was a sight to watch them, day just like de dunch

of pigs.
-nlq
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"De overseer, him ring de bell 'bout half past four in de mornin'
and everybody what work go to de fields. De massa purty reason'dle with de
work and didn't whip much. On Sundays de 0ld slaves goes to de church
and de chillen plays.

"fhen war come dere lots of soldiers allus ridin' by de place,
all deck out in de ugiform with big, shiny buttons on de coat. When us
chillen seed dem we took to de woods,

"After freedom we'ins moves to de next farm and works and I stays
dere with my family till I's 'bout 25 year old, and den I marries Tom Gould
and move to MclLennan County. But he so mean I didn't stay with him very
long, and 'bout six months of his foolishness and I ups and leaves him,
After two years I marries George Taylor and I lives with dat man for 12
years and took 'nough of his foolishness, so I leaves him, I's had four
chillen but Tom Gould nor George Taylor wasn't de father of any of ‘em,

No, suh, I just found dem chillen,

(LI E 12 L L] ]
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JAKE TERRIELL, borm 3 slave of

Felix Terriell in Releigh, South

Carolina, does not kmow his age.
(50‘:'\ He was grown and married at the
N\ close of the Civil War, so is
probably im the 90¥s., He lives
in Madisonville, Texas.

-

"Paprpy and memmy was called Tom and Jane and they"s cotched
in Africy =nd brung to America and sold. My brother was called James
and my sisters Lucindy and Sally. Massz Felix Terriell owned me and
pappy and memmy but whem I's still a ;:hile he dnne give me to he son,
Massa Dalton Terriell,

"My papy was de wild man ond he so wild Messa Pelix have to
keep him locked up at night and in de chains by day to keep him from
runnin! off, He had to wear de chains in de field and der hé couldn't
run fast,

"llassa Dalton growed de tobaccy. He was a good massa and give
me de nickel and de dime sometime and I'd buy candy. He have lots of
slaves and de cook fix our grub im big old skillets. We sllus have de
cornbread and de syrup and some meat, I likes possum cooked with sweet
'taters.

"Missy Mary try larn me read snd write but I never ¢id care
for de book l»rnin!, Massa wake us 'bout four o'cldck with de grest
iron and hammer and us work long as us could see,

"Masss didr't have to whip us but I seed pmppy whip, with
de rawhide with nine tails. He got thirty-nine licks zanrd every lig,

it brung de blood.
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"I seed slaves s0ld and wvou has heared cattle bawl when

de calves took from de mammy and dat de wav de slaves bawls, Wher
massa sell de slave he make 'em wash up and gresse de face good amd stand
up straight and he fatten 'em jus' like you do hawgs to sellz I had de
good massa, He was good to black debbils, what he call us niggers. Us
could rest whem us git to de quarters or go by de big tamk and take de
beth, and every Saturdey nisht us git de holiday and have bamjo and tin
pan beatin' and dance. On Christmas massa kilt de big hewg and us
fix it jus'! like us wants and have big dinner,

"Massa have @octor when us sick, He say us too val'ble, If
us s0ld us brung 'bout $1,000, O0ld mammy could fix de charm and git us
well, ©She gather bark and make de tea. Most us sickness chill anrd fever,
Sometime a slave git leg broke and massa say he no more 'count and finish
him up with de club, |

"Massa neerly kilt in de fightin' 2nd he had he doctor write
nmissy to set us free. I hnd two wives and missy sz2id I couldm'y keep but
one, so I tekes Mary and us starts out for Texas, a-foot., Us most starved
to death 'fore us got here snd then us have hard time, But dere plemnty
wild meat and dat what us lived oa three, four year. Us had two chillen
and dén she dies and I marry = half-Imdian gal and she died. Us jus' 'greed
to live together in dem days, no weddimn'. Then I marries Lucie Grat and us
have 11 chillen and de preacher calls us msm and wife. I's pappy to 17 chillen

and I dom't know how mary grandchillea, Iucie say moreln a2 hum'erd.

LLE L L]
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J. W. TERRILL was bora in
DeSoto Parish, Louisiana,
and is about 100 years old,
His master was his father,

Ee now lives in Madisomville,
Texas,

"My father took me away from my mother whem at age of six weeks
old and gave me {0 my grandmother, who was real old at the time, Jus'
befo'! she died she gave me back to my father, who was my mammy's master,
He was a old batchelor and run saloom and he was white, but my mammy
was a Negro. He was mean to me.

"Finally my father let his sister toke me and raise me with her
chillem., She was good to me, but befo! he let her have me he willed
I muet wear a bell till I was 21 year old, strapped 'round my shoulders
with the bell 'bout three feet from my head im steel frame, That was
for punishment for bhein' torn imto the world a sor of s white mam and
ny mauny, a Negro slave, I wears this frame with the bell where I
coulda't reach the clepper, day and night. I aever knowed what it was
to lay down in bed and get a good night's sleep till I was 'bout 17 year
0ld, when my father died and my missy took the bell offen me,

"Befo! my father gave me to his sister, I was tied end strapped
to a tree and whipped like a beast by my father, till I wes unconscious,
end then left strapped to a tree 211 might im c¢old and reiny weather,
My father was very mear, He and he sistojr brung me to Texas, to North
Zulch, whemn I 'bout 12 year old. He brung my nammy, too, and made her
cone and be his sistress one night every week, He would have kilt every
one of his slaves rather tham see us go free, 'specislly me and my

mginy,

wle
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"My missy was purty good to me, when my father wasn't right
'round, But he wouldn't let her give me anything to ea but cormbread
and water and little sweet 'taters, and jus' 'mough of that to keep
me alive, I was allus hongry. My mamny had a boy called Frank Adds
and a girl called Marie Adds, what she give birth to by her cullud
husbar', but I rever got to play with them, Missy worked me on the
farm and there was 'bout 100 acres and fifteen slaves to work 'em,
The overseer waked ue 'bout three ir the mornin! and them he worked
us jus' lorg as we could see. If we didmn't git 'round fast 'rough,
be chain us to a tree at night with nothin' to eat, and nex' day,
if we didn't go on the run he hit us 39 licks with a be’En.u what was
'bout three foot long and four inches wide.

"I wore the bell night end day, and my father would chain
me to a tree till I mearly died from the cold and beir! so homgry.
My father didmn't ‘lieve in church and ny missy 'lieved there a Lord,
but I wouldn't have 'lieved her if she try larn me 'bout tligionm,
'ceuse my father tell me I wasn't any more them a damm mule, I slep!
on & chair and tried to res' till my father died, snd then I samg
all day, %cause I knowed I wouldn't be treated so meamn, When misy
took that bell offem me I thimks I in Heaven 'cause I could 1like down
and go to sleep, When I did I couldn'y wake up for a long time and whex
I did wake up I'd be scairt to desnth I'd see my father with his whip

and that old bell, I%d jump out of bed snd run till I give out, for

fear he'd come back and git me,

Do
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"I was 'bout 17 year old then and I so haeppy not to have that bell
on me, Missy make us work hard but she have pleaty to eat and I could
sleep, On Christmas she cook us a real dinner of beef meat.

"Plenty time I listens to the cannom popping till I mos! deaf,
and I was messenger boy and spy om the blue bellies, When I'd git back
to the Southern sojers I he'ped 'em bury they dead and some what was
jus! wounded I he'ped carry home,

"When we heered was ﬁas over and we's free, we all jus' jumped
up and hollers and dances, Missy, she cries and cries, and tells us we
is free and she hopes we starve to death and she'd be glsd, 'cause it
rain her to lose us, They was a big buach of us miggers iz town and
we stirrin' 'round like bees workim' in and out a hive, e was jus'
that way. 1 went wild and the first year I went north, but I come
back 'gain to Texas. |

"After 'while I marries a Imdian meid. It was nothim' much
but Isdians !round and. there wasn't much law. I lived with her 'bout
two year and then the Imdians come and captured her jus' befo! she was
to give birth, They kilt her or carried her 'way and lef' me for dead,
and I never seed or heered of her since, While I was sick a outlaw,
what was Tomas Jefferies, he'ped me git well and then I turns outlaw
and follows all signs of Indians, all over the eerth, But I mever
could git word of my wife,

"It mus! be ‘bout 15 yesr after that, I marries Feline Ford,

by a preacher, My first weddin' wes commor weddin' with the Indianm

maid, I jus' give her deerskin in front of Tomas Jefferies and she

ny wife, BRERE B WAERK
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ALLEN THOMAS, 97, was owned by several
ranchers of Jefferson and Orange Counties,
Texas, but recalls Moise Broussard of Ham-
shire the best, 1Ill health has affected
his memory end his story is not coherent.
He is a famaliar figure on the streets of
Beaumont, Texas, @ small man clad in none
too clean =znd somewhat ragged clothes, with
a tow sack across his shoulders, into which
he puts such things as ne finds in uis wan-
derings about the city. FXumor has it that
. Allen is fairly well to do and that his beg-

L b ging attitude is assumed, for reasons of li.is

S
H

own,

"I figgers I's swine be 97 y=ar o0ld on de fourth of August. 1I's

borned over in Dyucen :oods, over in Orange County. My daddy's name was

Lockin Thomas. I never see my daddy. He git drown in de river here at

Beaumont, Iy mamuy's Hetty Anderson,

"I 'longe=d to three ..asters. One John Adaam and ke was mean. One
Stowers, and he was m=an but not so mean to me. Den dere }oise Broussard,
he was purty mean, but he never beat me, De l2s' man what finish raise
me was Amos Harrison and he purty'gobd man, He wife neme l{ag and dey
iives on Turtle Bayou over in Chambers County. He buv me from Lewis
Pinder. He was gzood. iy brudder wss Kelly Idonia =nd I had a sister
Lessie #illi-ms, Dey beat her with clubs, I's walk over many a dead
person. Dey beat 'em to death,

"Us had tins dishes dem times, master and slaves, too, Dey have
wooden pa-dles what us take de food out de dishes with. De white folks
sot =t one tasble and de cullud folks have table to deyself, bu: ‘'bout
what de white folks has,

"Us have watermilion and sugar cane and milk and butter. Den us:

have de possum. Us clean him and put him top de house and 'low de Frost

~1-
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Tall on him, Den us fill him full salt and pepoer and put him in de oven.
sometime put sweet 'taters 21l 'round him. Us have de long, square oven
with de 1id on it,

"Us wore knitted shirt meike on dem looms and dey gives us boots with
brass toes on 'em, e and mammy work on ce spinnin' wheel-many a night
up to one or two o'clock., I used to card de bats.

"Dere plenty hawgs and hosses and dem cattle what am longhorn. Us
have plentv meat and raise veg'tables, too,

"I never seed no sojers but I heared de cannons, I disremember when
peace am correl', I come up here to Beaumont when I thunk I's a men and
I's veen uere every Gawd's since.

"I see some sperrits, but I see 'em only specisl times. 7You see

tem twict a year, 'tween spring and summer and den !gain 'twixt fall and

.

winter. Sometime dey comes rignt 'long and den sometime dey jis' standin!

still, fhen vou looks at 'em dey looks kinder vagueish, I can allus tell

when sperrits 'round. Dey got & queer scent. 3fhen you walk 'bout 20 feet,

steanm gwineter hit you in de face. I can tell dey dere iffen I can't see

'em, Dey look like men, Dey ain't white but dey got a pale lodk,

00 o 2 o o
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BILL 2nd ELLEN THOMAS live in the
014 Slave Settlement, 3 miles north
of Hondo., Bill is 88 and Ellen is
8l. They seem to be happy; their
fields are tilled, a horse =2nd g cow
graze near the house; a kitchen zar-
den is under way and severgl broods
of Laby chicks are in the verd,

They were dressed in simple, elean
chothes, and Ellen wears a string
of nutmegs around her neck, to ‘make
yer eves strong.!

Uncle 3Bill's Story.

"Doss you want me to start right at the beginnin'? Well,

I'1) tell vou jes! how I went to this country. I left Fzlls County
winere I belonged to the men there that kept the post office, He was
named Chamlin, He had 1lots of land, I reckin atout 5C acres. They
kep! us in a little nouse right in their yard., Reckin how 0ld I was
when he bought me? Jus' five years 0ld! He gsive $500 for me, but he
bought my mother and nmy sisters, too, He had to tuv me, 'cause my
mother, she wouldn't go without me. No, suh, she tol' 'em she wouldn't
gn if ther didn' huy me, too., An! .the mgr he bought us flom, he wanted
to keep me, so he wo ldn't take less thon $500 for me, Massa Chamblin
bought the whole family, ¥icept myv father, Thev sold him and we never
12id eves on him again,

"My mother cooked. liassa Chamlin, he always fed us plenty, an'!
whatever they h~d, we hrd., If he cooxed sausage, vo. had it too; if he
cooked hem, you got it too; if he cooked lye hominy, vou got it; ant! if
he hed puddin', you got some.

"When I was 6 or 7 yesrs o0ld I chopred cotton and I plowed too,
and I could lay as straight rows with oxen as any ou ever saw.

"The massa whipped me with a dogwood wwitch, Wt he never did

—’1-
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bring no blood. But it teken 7 men to whip my father.

"I'11 tell rou how I got away f'om there. [{assz bought cctton and
carried 1t to Mexico, He taken his 2 hovs with him and we had 3 wagons and
I drove one, I had 4 oxen »nd I had 3 bales of cotton on my wagon; he had
6 oxen o~nc 6 hbales of cotton, and the 1sst wegon, it had 10 tales on it and
6 oxen, He had to ship it ascrost the Rio Grande, If a lexican bought it,
he come across =znd took it over hisself, Reckin how much he got for that
cotton? He got 60¢ a2 pound. Yes'm, he sho' dAid, Cotton was dringin' that
then,

"I wos freed over there in Mexico. I was zbout 14 years old. Nassa
Chamlin, he stayed over there till the country was free, He didn't Dbelieve
in that fightin',

"I cooked in 2 hotel over there in Mexico. I cooked two years at $1.00
a d=y.

"ihen Massa owned me, e alwavs give us good clothes. Our pants was
made out of cduckin' like wagon sheets, but my mother took some kind of bork
and dyed 'em, I think it was bPlackjack bark, He give us shoes, too, Thsy
was h~1f-tan legther hrogsns."

"I used to pley the ficdle for dances when I was young, hut not after
I joined the clmrch., I piayed for the whit{%eoplc. Oh, ves'm, the cullud

[

folks had dances, they sho! did dance,
"Yes'nm, I saw z ghost onct. One night after I was livin' down here,
I was goin' to Sgbinal, nme znd another man, and = great long thing passed

right in front of us., It was th® Dlackest thing you ever saw, It was zbout

six feet long., Yes!m, it sho'! was a ghost or sumpin; it disgppeared, and

me lookin' at it. The other fellow that was with me, he seen it, toc.

-2
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"Yes, they was lots of ponthers and besrs hera, If this ghost
was o bear, he sho' was o big 'un, e had a ghost down here on the creek
we called the '321l ‘rter Hole Ghost.! He wns seen lots of times, He
used to stzy down there, but he ain't been seen lately, My wife, she seen

him,"

Aunt Xllen's Story

"Yes'm, I sesn him walkin' 'long the trail zhead of us. He had
on a black haf, like a t2ll stovepipe hat, »nd = long black coat, and when
we 50t up close he jes' disacppeared. He was a big men, and tall, too. e
didn' know which way he w~ent; he jes' seemed to disappear. Mv oldest daugh-~
ter ssw him too, Lots of folks did, He was alwavs seen down a2t that water
hols somewhere,

"Another time, I was starin' with Mrs, Reedes ., Mr, Reedes was killed
znd 211 nizht long he'd come back and grind coffee and sprinkle it 211 over
us, I was so bad scared I nearly died. Next mornin' there'd be coffee all
over the floor., We supposed it was Mr, Reede's ghost. Thev say if 2 person
was wicked they come back like that, Onct he pulled Mrs, Reedes outta bed
and pitched her on the floor, and he would take the dishes out of the shelves
and throw 'em down. I coulcdn't stznd it hut a night or two and I said I was
goin' home, Yes, ma'em, it sho' was sz ghost, He sho' did tear up that house
avery night. “7hy, they'd be a light shine in that room just as plain as day-
light, nearly. They sav ghostiss will run you, but I never had any to run me,"

"I was born in Mississippl. We come to Texas snd my mother died, so
grandae raised me, I was jes' a babv when we come to Texas. lNr, Harper owned
us, I remember the war, ‘ut it's so long aco I don't remember much, I remember

when John Harper read the free paper to us, He had a big lot of slaves, but
-3
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wnen he read the free pgpers they jes! flew out like";‘oirds. Put I didn't.
I was stikin' to my grandmother, She was on crutches ond she stoved on
at the Harper place.

"After wz was free I worked for them a 1ong.time. I cooked, washed,
ironed, milked the cows., He was pretty good to wus, Judge Harper was. I went
2long with him when h= went to war, his wife and chillen-did too, =2nd I
nursed them, I'd give a young baby shuck tea to brzak him out with the hives,
For chills and fever I give cquinine weed. It don't grow herse,

"ihen Judge Harper went up to Hondo my grandmz grabbed me ond kent ne,
So I stayed and worked, I was still = young girl, tut I plowed, hruled and
grubbed, I used to wear ‘'cotton stripes,! I rememhsr 'sm well, It wos a
bomespun cloth, I kn:w ow to spin and weave -nd I could knit a pair of socks
in two nights,.

"I never did hear much zbout hard times, I was trepted good but I e#ot
switched meny & tive, Oh, ves'm, I've been whipped, but not like some of 'em
was. They used to tie some of 'em down, I've heered tell, they shore whopped
tem, They used to be a runaway that got away =nd weant to Wexico now and then,
and if they caught him thsyv shore whopped him awful,

"That old pi=no in there, my daughter bought = long time ago. The varnish
is off, bul z man tol'! us it co1ld be sandpapered and refinished znd it would

be a begutiful thing, It's ghout 75 years old."
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1
LUCY THOMAS,86, was born in
Harrison Co., Texas, a slave
of Dr, William Baldwin. She
stayed with her master until
1868, In 1869 she married
Anthony Thomas. She now lives
with her son at Baldwin Switch,
sixteen miles northeast of
Mgrshall, Texas, on part of
the land originally owned by
the Baldwins,

"My name am Lucy Baldwin Thomas and Ifs birthed right here in Harrison
County, on the 0ld Baldwin place at Fern Lake. The log cabin where Ils
birthed sot in a grove of trees right by the lake, The Baldwin place jined
the Haggerty and Major Andrews places, |

"The best statement I can make of my age am I%s 'bout fourteen the
last year of Abe Lincoln's war, It was true, %cause I starts hoein' in the
field when I¥s nine years o0ld and I'd been hoein! g long time,

"They called my papa, Ike. The Baldwins bought him out of Alabama,
and mema's name was Nancy and she's ‘oi~rthed in Virginny, and the Baldwixis
bought her out the New Orleans s-lave; market for $1,100,00, I's heared my
gran'ma, Barbasra, tell how some Alabama owners drug they niggers with a mule
and 1aid dem face down in a hole and beat Ndem till they's raw as beefsteak.
But her folks wasn't like that and the Baldwins wasn't neither, They wes
good white folks, and Missy was named May Amelia and then there was 014
Marse Doctar William., He was a doctor but he worked a hundred acres land
and owned 'bout eighty-five niggers, what lived in log quarters, They had
son—-of-a~gun beds peg to the walls, and wore bachelor brogan shoes and ~
blue and stripe lowel clothes made on the place, and had lots to eat. My

mam& say she had a lots better time in slavery than after.
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"All hands was up and in the field by daylight and Marse Baldwin allus
kep'! a fifty gallon barrel whiskey on the place and a demijohn on the front
porch all the time for the niggers to git they drink on way to the field. But
nobody ever got drunk, .

"Marse's brother-in-law, Marse Lewis Brantly, was overseer, but never
kicked and beat the niggers, He give us a light breshin' when we needed it.

We would go mos' anywnere but had to git s pass f'lrst', and had play parties
on Saturday night.

"I went to school three months. A Yankee named 014 Man Mills run a
school and I quit workin' in the fisld to go. Them days, the Klu Kluxers was
runnint' round and I seed big buncheé of niggers with they heads tied up, goint
to report the Kluxers to the Progee Marshzl,

"Three years after it was 8ll over, my folks moved to the Haggerty place.
I know lots 'bout 0ld Col. Haggerty's ﬁdow. She was an Indian and her first
busband was & big chief of the (addo Indians on Caddo Lake, He betrayed the
Indians to the white folks and he and her hid on a cave on the lake, and she
slipped out‘ to git food, and the Indians took him away. They say they scalped
him like they done white folks. Then she married Cpl. Haggerty and he got kilt
on & gamblin' spree snd left her a lot of land and 'Ybout three hundred slaves.
_«She kept a nigger waman chained to a loom for a year and when she knew the slaves
was gittin' free, she poisoned a lot of dem and buried dem at night, We'd hear )

the other slaves moanin' and cryin' at night for the dead ones. That widow

Haggerty was somthin!!
"I geed the'Mattie Stephens' boat the day after it burned and kilt sixty

e
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people. Me and Anthony Thomas went to Marshall and marrisd the day 'fore it
burnt. That was on February 12th, in 1869, I lived with him fifty-five years
and raised seven chillen, and after he died T kep' on farmin' until 'bout three
years ago. Then I come to live with one nv son's here and this land we're on
right now was part the land 0ld Marse Baldwin owned, I gits $10.00 & month
from the gov'ment. They sho' is good to me, and mv son is gnod, too, so I's

happy in my old age.

ok
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PHILLES THOMAS, 77, wes born a slave
of Dave Miles, who owned a plantation
in Bragoria Co., Texas, Philles does
not remember her father, but was told
by her mother that he was sent to the
Confederate Army and was fatally injured
at Gelveston, Texas, Philles stayed
with her family until she was seventeen.

then married William Thomas. They now
live at 514 Hayes St., Fort Worth,Tex,

-

"I don't 'member much ‘bout de war, 'cause I's jus' a young'un when
it start and too small to have rmuch mem!randum when it stop., I's still on
de place where I's born when surrender come, de Lowoods Place, own by Massa
Deve l{iles, 'twixt Brazoris and Columbia. Mossa Dave sho' have de big plan-
tation but I don' know how many slaves,

"ijhen I's a young'un, us kids didn't run round late, We'uns am put to
bed., When sundown come, my mammy see dat my feets am wash and de gown put
on, =n¢ in de bunk I goes.

"I can't 'member my daddy, but mammy told me him am sent to de 'Federate
Army and am kilt in Galveston., She sagy dey puttin' up breastworks and}de
Yanks am shootin' from de ships. Well, daddy am watchin' de balls comin'
from dem guns, fallin' round dere, and a car come down de track loaded with
rocks and hit him, Dat car kilt hin,

"Mammy marries Bill Bailey after freedom and moves to de Barnum Plrce,
what Massa John Miles own. I stays with mammy till I's seventeen and holp
dem share crop. Den I leaves, Det de way with chillen, dey gives you lots
of trouble raisin' dem and den off dey goes. 'hen my chillen am young'uns
dey's on my lap, and when dey's groweﬂ up, dey's on my heart.

"Us have de herd time share croppin'. Times was hard den and de

niggers didn't know much 'bout takin' care demselves., Course, dey better

-1~
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off free, but dey have to larn., Us work hard and make 'nough t0 live on de
 first year us free Us raise cotton and veg'tables and when I's not holpin'
manmy I goes out and gits a 1i'l work here and yonder,

"I marries in Galveston, to dat old cuss, settin' right dere, William
Thomas am he name and I's stood for him ever since. Him am dock wallopin' when
I's marry to him. Sho', him am 2 dock walloper. If you wants to talk big,
vou calls it stev!dore on de wharf,

"Dat cullud gen'man of mine allus brung in de bacon, Weluns am never
rich, but allus eats till de last few years. Us goes on de farm and it hand
and mouth livin', but us eats someway. After while, us come to Tort Worth and
he works zs mortar man and cement mixer. We'uns live good till de few years
back, when him break down in de back and can't work no more,

"It am ten chillun us raise but only five livin' now, One live at
Stop Six, right here in Fort Worth, and de others am »11 over de world, Us
don't know where dey am. Since Bill can't work no more, us git de pension
from de State and dat $26,00 de month for de two of us,

"Does I ever vote? Christ for 'mighty! No. ihy vous talk dat
foolishment., Why for dis igno'mous old woman want to vote? No, sar, and

no tother womens ought to vote., Dat am for de mens to do; My Bill votes
couple times, when us in Galveston, 2nd I tells vou 'bout dat,

"Dey gives de eddication with 2 couple cups whiskey and de cheroot,
Wihen de whiskey a2nd de cheroot works on Bill's brain, dere am den de smart
nigger, and he votes 'telligent, I asks him what he votes for and him say,
'I'g vote for what am on de ticket,' !'What am on de ticket,' I says.

'How does I know, I can't read,' Den I says, 'Better yous not vote, 'cause

maybe yous vote to put youself in de jailhouse.' So I guess him think 'bout

- 2~
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dat and him see what foolishment and troublement him maybe git into, and him
quit votin', We'uns am lucky with de trouble. Guess it 'cause we'uns knows
how to 'have, When I's young my mammy larn me how to 'have and where I 'long,
so de patterrollers and de Ku Klux never bother we'uns. Now, weluns so old
us can't git round, so us double safe now,
WGosh for 'mighty! What yous want next? Noﬁnit for me to sing,
Well, yous can't put de bluff on dis old nigger, so here it am:
"1Put on my long white robe,
Put on de golden crown,
Put on de golden slipper,
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